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To THE. 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Joun, Earl of Burr, 
ROOM of the STOLE 
1 0 4 1s 5 


Royal Highnes d the Prince of Wars. 


My Loy, Fg 
6 HE generous concern you were pleaſed 


to expreſs for the anxieties of a young 

Author, then wholly unknown to your 

Lordſhip, and trembling for his firſt attempt 
towards e the graveſt, moraleſt, and moſt 

; * pro- 


1 6 ” * 


r DE DICAT ION. 
ce | profitable of all poems,” as Milton calls a 
Tragedy, was the diſtingaiſhing mark of a 


mind truly great, and endued with thoſe. 
fine feelings which are the ornaments of even 


greatneſs itſelf. To this your innate partiality 


for every endeavour in the polite arts I muſt 


aſcribe it, that the following ſcenes met with 
an early approbation from your Lordſhip; an 
approbation that was at once the author's pride, 


and his ſtrongeſt aſſurance of ſucceſs. 


. The Public have indeed very far outgone my 
moſt ſanguine hopes, in their reception of this 


Piece: but now, my Lord, The Orphan has 


another ſevere trial to go through; he muſt ad- 
venture into the world, unaſſiſted by the advan- 


tages of repreſentation : he muſt enter your 


Lordſhip's cloſet, and there ſtand the examina- 
tion of the moſt accurate criticiſm. In Meti deſ- 
cendat judicis aures. This cannot but be an 


alarming circumſtance to a writer fully conſci- 


ous of his own inability ; who has not been able 


entirely to pleaſe even his own taſte ; who de- 


ſpairs of un others of a more exalted 
/ —_ reliſh 


DEDICATION »y 
reliſh in the arts, and therefore craves at your 
Lordſhip's hands that protection to his induſtry, 
which he is aware cannot be granted to his 


merit. 


I have the hanour to remain, with the trueſt 
rteſpect, and moſt grateful acknowlegement, 


| My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's 
5 | Moſt obliged, 
and moſt devoted 
humble ſervant, 


Lincoln's Inn, 
April 30, 1759. 


ARTHUR MURPHY. 


PROLOGUE. 
By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Eſq; 
POET» LAUREAT, 


Spoken by Mr. H 0 L LAN PD. 
NOUGH of Greece and Rome. TV exhauſted ſtore 


Of either nation now can charm no more : 
£v'n adventitious helps in vain we. try, 
Our triumphs languiſb in the public eye; 
And grave proceſſions, muſically ſlow, 
Here paſs unheeded, — as a Lord Mayor's ſew.” 
On cagle wings the poet of to-night . 
Soars for freſh virtues to the ſource of ligbt, 
To China's eaſtern realms : and boldly bears 
Confucius morals to Britannid's ears. | 
Accept th imported boon ; as ecchoing Greete 
Receiv'd from wand ring chie we her golden fleece; 
Nor only richer by the ſpoils become, 
But praiſe th advent'reus youth, who brings them home. 
One dubious character, we own, he draws, 
A patriot zealous in a monarch's cauſe ! 
Nice is the taſt the varying hand to guide, 
And teach the blending colours to divide; ; 
Where, rainbow-like, ih' encroaching tints mwvade 
Each other*s hounds, and mingle light with ſhade. 
I then, afſiduous to obtain his end, | 
You find too far the ſubject's zeal extend z 


7 undiſtinguiſb d loyalty prevails 
I here nature ſhrinks, and ſtrong affection fails, 


On Chind's tenets charge the fn miſiake, 
And ſpare his error for his Virtue's fake. 

Num nobler motives our allegiance ſprings, 

Fir Britain knows no Right Divine in Kings; 

From freedem! s chorce that boafled right aroſe, 

Au thro each line „i em reedem”s choice it flows. 
uſtice, with Mercy join d, the throne maintains; 

Ard in his People's HEARTS OUR MoNARCH reigns. 


E PI- 


EF 1% UV U U KK 

| Spoken by Mrs. YATES. 

H R O' five long act Twe wore my fighing face, 

_ Confin'd by critic 2 ta time and place; 
Tir that once done, I ramble as 1 | pleaſe, 
Cry London Hoy | and <whiſe o'er land and ſeas 
— Ladies, excuſe my dreſs — tis true Chineſe. 
Thus, guir of huſband, death, and tragic Arain, 
Let us enjoy our dear ſmall talk again. 

How cou'd this bard ſucceſsful oo to # voy 4 
So many heroes, — and not one in | 
No ſuitor here to talk of flames that rity | 
To ſay the civil thing © Your eyes fo 22 8— 5 
No raviſher, to force us —— to our will! 
Douwe ſeen their eaftern virtues, patriot paſſions, 

Aud now for ſomething of their taſte and faſpions, 2 
O Lord! that's charming —— cries my Lady Fidget, 


I long to know ii. Do the creatures wifit ? 
Dear Mrs. Yates, db, tell us —— Vell, how is it? 

Firft, as to . your hearts at veſt — 
They're all broad forebeads, and pigs eyes at beſt. 
Aud then they lead ſueb range, fuch formal lives | — 
A little more at home than Engliſh wives: | 
— 2 things ſpou'd roam, —_ prove untrue, 
crippled in the tiney ſhoe. | 
4 ane” e to keep a wife from madding ! 

We pinch our feet, and yet are ever gadding. 

Then tley ue no cards, no routs, ne er take their fling, 


And pin-money is an unheard-of thing! 
Then how d'ye think they write ? You'll ne er divine. 
From top to bottom devon in one flrait line. [nicks 
We ladies, when our flames wwe cannot ſinot her, 
Write letters — from one corner to another. |: [Mimicks. 
One mode there is, in which both climes apree ; | 
IJ. ſcarce can tell Mong ft friends then let it 3 | 5 
— The creatures love to cheat as well as aue. 


But bleſs my wits! Toe quite forgot the bard 
| A civil foul ! — By me he fend; this card 
«« Preſents e ap ev'ry lady here- 
Hopes for the honor of a fingle tear.” 
The critics then auill throw their dirt in vain, | 
= drop from you mw awaſh out ev'ry ſlain. | » 


2 you (now the man is 205 his fright ) 
He holds his rout, — and here he keeps his night. 


Aſſures you all a avelcome kind aud heart Ys 
The ladies ſhall play crgwns— and theres the ſpilling party. 
( {Points to the upper gallery. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


 TrMURK AN, Emperor oY Mr. Wako. 


the Tartars, 
OcTar, a Tartar General, 
ZamTlI, a Mandarine, 
Era, educated as his Son, 
Hamer, a youthful * 
tive, 


Mon Ar, a faithful friend 


of Zamti, 


the Tartar's ſervice, ſe- 
cretly a friend of Zamti, 


MiRvAx, a Chineſe al 


_ Orasminc, Two con- f 


Z1MvENT1, J ſpirators, 


MAN DAN E, Zamti's wife, 


Mr. Bu R TON. 


Mr. AvusTiN. 


Mr. BR AN SBV. 
Mr. GAR RIcRE. 


Mr. Mossop. 


Mr. HoLLanD. 
— 3 


Mr. Davies. 


Mr. Pack ER. 


Mrs. TAT Es. 


Meſſenger, Guards, &c. 


SCENE, Pzxin, Capital of CIA. 
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ORPHAN of CHINA. 


Enter Manpanz and Mirvan. 


MANDANE  && *: 
S5$644+$4#%Þ O, never; Mirvan, never —ſtill this 


3 21 4 4 

* I Muſt throb with ceaſeleſs woe — 

kf pE All-gracious heav'n ! | 
Will not this palace drench'd in 
Werres gore; the crown 
Of China's kings fix'd on the Tartar's brow; _ 
Will not a tract of twenty years in bondage! 
Ah! will not theſe ſuffice, without freſh cauſe 
Of bitter anguiſh in Mandane's breaſt ? — 

MIN ANG: 

Better ſuppreſs theſe unavailing tears; 
This fruitleſs flood of grief. 


3  MANDANE, 
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2 The ORPHAN ef CHINA. 


MAN DAN E. 
1 will not be- 
Ev'n mid'ſt the horrors of this diſmal a” 
When fate has all transferr'd from loſt Cathai 
To vile barbarian hands; — in ſuch an hour I 
This heart, revolting from the public cauſe, _ 3 
Bleeds from a private ſource ; bleeds for the woes 1 
That hang oer Zamti's houſe — 


MIRVAN. 


Alas! Mandane, 
Amidſt the gen'ral wreck, who does not feel 
The keen domeſtic pang * J 


MANDANE. 


Yes, all. —We all 

Muſt feel the kindred- touch daily the cries 

Of widows, orphans, father, ſon, and brother 

In vain are ſent to heav'n; — the waſteful rage 

Of theſe barbarians, — theſe accurs'd invaders, — 
Burns with increaſing fire; — the thunder ſtill 
Rolls o'er our heads, threatning with hideous craſh 
To fall at once, and bury us in ruin. 


MIRVAN.- 


And quickly fall it muſt ! — The hand of heav'n 

Weighs this great empire down,—— | i 
MAN DANKE. 1 

Nay, tax not heav'n e | ES 4 A 

Almighty juſtice never bares it's arm 1 1 

*Gainſt innocence and truth. — Tis "OY _ 

That fell barbarian — that inſatiate waſter — 

May curſes blaſt the Tartar ! — he — tis he 

Has bore down all, and ſtill his ſlaught'ring ſword 

In yonder-field of death, where Corea's troops 

Made their laſt ſtand for liberty and China, 


Crimſons the land with blood. — This battle loft, 
Oh! then farewel to all. — Ws Mirvan, fay, 
How came the tidings ? — 


MIRVAN. 


The OR PHAN of CHINA. 3 
MIRVAN. 


From yon lofty tow'r, 

As my eyes, ſtraining tow'rd the diſtant plain, 

Sent forth an anxious look, thro? clouds of duſt 

The ſavage bands appear'd ; the weſtern ſun 

Gleam'd on their burniſh'd helms;— and ſoon a 
ſhout 

From the glad multitude proclaim'd th' approach 

Of Timurkan ; elated with new conqueſt, 

The tyrant comes, and where his wrath will ſtop 

Heav'n only knows. - 


MANDANE. 

Oh! there — there lies the thought 
At which imagination ſtarts, appall'd 
With horror at the ſcene. her buſy workings 
Have colour'd to my fight — there lies the thought 
That wakens all a mother's fears — alas! 
I tremble for my ſon | 
MIRVAN. 
Your ſon! — kind heav'n! 
Have you not check'd his . your tears, 
Your ſoft authority, reſtrain'd the hero | 
From the alarms of war ? 


| MANDANE 
Alas, good Mirvan, 


Thou little know'ft his danger — but that truth 
Muſt never paſs theſe lips.— rar oh 


MIRVAN. 


I hope Mandane 5 

Doubts not my honeſt 1683 — - fall 21 you 995 
bear this tyrant deep and mortal hate; 
That under him I liſt, and wear this garb _ 
In hopes that ſome occaſion may arrive, 
When I may ſtrike an unexpected Dow's 

And do my country right. SE 780 


B 2 MANDANE. 


4 The ORPHAN of CHINA. 
MAN DANB. 
T hy loyalty, 5 
Thy truth, and honour have been ever - ſpotleſs. 
Beſides thy wrongs, thy countleſs wrongs, the wounds 
He gave your injur'd family and name, — 
, r 
Alas ! thoſe wounds muſt ſtill lie bleeding here, 
Untented by the hand of time Not all 
His lenient arts, his favours heap'd upon me, 
Shall cool the burning anguiſh of my ſoul. 
What he, that ſlew my father! dragg'd my ſiſter, 
Blooming in years, to his deteſted bed! 
Yes, tyrant, yes; thy unextinguiſh'd foe 
Dwells in this boſom. — Surely then to me 
Mandane may reveal her griefs - her wrongs 
Will add new fuel to my hidden fires, 
And make them burn more fiercely.— 


| MANDANE 

Urge no more 
My woes muſt reſt coucea'd—yet ſhould the tyrant 
Ln from the captives of yon vanquiſh'd hoſt, 
That China's Orphan breathes the vital air, 
And to himſelf unknown within his breaſt _ 
Unconſcious bears the gen'rous glowing flame 
Of all the virtues of his royal line; 
Oh! ſhould they know that the dear youth ſurvives, 
That for his righteous cauſe this war began, 
Their fury then would kindle to a blaze, 
Might wrap the world in flames, and in the ruin 
My blameleſs ſon might periſh, 


MIRVAN., 
Seek not thus 
To multiply the ills that hover round you; } 
Nor from the ſtores of buſy fancy add 
New ſhafts to fortune's quiver, — Zamti's care 
Hath till deceiv'd ſuſpicion's wakeful eye; 


And 


. The ORPHAN of Cuina. 1 


And o'er the mandarine his manners pure, 
And ſacred function have diffus'd an air 
Of venerable awe, which e'en can teach 
Theſe northern foes to ſoften into men. 


MANDANE. 
Yes, Mirvan, yes—Religion wears a mien 
In Zamti's perſon ſo ſeverely mild, 
That the fierce Scythian reſts upon his ſpear, 
And wonders what he feels. Such is the charm 
Of heart-felt virtue; ſuch is nature's force 
That ſpeaks abroad, and in rude northern hearts 
Can ſtamp the image of an awful God. 
From that ſource ſprings ſome hope: —Wretch that 
I am! 
Hope idly. flutters on my trembling tongue, 
While melancholy brooding o'er her wrongs, 
Lays waſte the mind with horror and deſpair. 
—What noiſe is that ? 
MIRVAN. 
Compoſe this ſtorm of grief; 
In ev'ry ſound your fancy hears the Tartar 
Your huſband this way bends 


MAN DANE. 
Celeſtial pow'rs ! : 
What lab'ring ſighs heave in his HAY ? —— what 
terror 


Rolls in the patriot's eye ? — haſte, Mirvan, hence; 
Again look out; gather the flying news, 
And let me know each circumſtance of ruin. 


[Exit Mirvan. 


Enter Z AMI. 
N MANDANE, 
Zamti! 
Z AMT I 
Mandane | —— ; 
B 3 MAN 


6 The ORPHAN of CHINA. 
MAN DAN E. 
Ah! what haſt thou ſeen? 


What haſt thou heard? tell me,—has fate decreed 


The doom of China! 
„ | ZAMTI 

China is no more; 
The eaſtern world is loſt— this nights empire 
Falls with the univerſe beneath the ſtroke 

Of ſavage force —falls from its tow' ring hopes 3, ; 

For ever, ever fall'n! 3 
8 | MANDANE.” | 

Yet why, ye pow 1 | | 

Why ſhould a tyrant, trai in'd t6 luſt and ene, 
A lawleſs ravager from ſavage wilds, - 
Where chearful day ne*erdawns, but low'ring heav” n 

or ever rolls a turbulence of clouds; | 

hy ſhould a monſter thus uſurp the world, 

And trample fair ſimplicity from in | 
Beneath his ruffian feet! 2— 
2 aurr 

Far hence, Mandane, 
Thoſe happy days, alas! are fled, wit; peace 
Here nurs'd her blooming olives, and ſhed round 
Her foſt' ring influence. In vain the plan 
Of ſacred laws, by hoary elders taught, 
Laws founded on the baſe of public weal, 
Gave leſſons to the world. In vain Confucius 
Unlock'd his radiant ſtores of moral truth ; 
In vain bright ſcience, and each tender muſe, 
Beam'd ev'ry elegance on poliſh'd life 
Barbarian pow'r prevails. —— Whate'er our r ſages. 
taught, 
Or genius could inſpire, muſt fade away, 
And each fair virtue wither at the blaſt. 
Of northern domination. 
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The ORPHAN Of CHINA. 7 
MAN DAN E. 


Fatal day! 
More fatal een than that, which firſt beheld 
This race accurs'd within theſe palace walls, 
Since hope, that balm of reed minds, is now 
3 loſt, 


Z AMT. 'F 

Name not the day 3 

Which ſaw this city has eh ſtream | my eyes, | 

Freſh bleeds my heart, whene er the fad idea 

Comes o'er my tortur'd mind. — Why, cruel pow'rs! 

Why in that moment could not Zamti fall? 
'MANDANE. 

Thy ſan, he ſymbol of thy God, 

Made ev'n the conqueror ſuſpend his IP 

And murmur ſoft humanity.- High heav'n 

Protected thee for its own great deſigns ; 3 

To fave the royal child, the new - born babe, 

From the dire laughter of his ancient line. 


ZAM TI. 


Yes, my Mandane, in that hour of carnage; | 
For purpoſes yet in the womb of time, 
J was reſerv'd. I was ordain'd to fave 
The infant boy ; the dear, the precious charge, 
The laſt of all my kings; — full twenty years 
I've hid him from the world and from himſelf, 
And now I ſwear Kneel we together here, 
While in this dreadful pauſe our fouls renew 
Their ſolemn purpoſe. Both kneel. 

Thou all-gracious Being, 
Whoſe tutelary care hath watch'd the fate 
Of China's Orphan, who haſt taught his ſteps 
The paths of ſafety, ſtill envelop him 
In ſev'nfold night, till your own hour is come; 
Till your flow juſtice fee the dread occaſion 
To rouſe his ſoul, and bid him walk abroad 

B 4 Vicegerent 


8 The Ox HAN of CAIN A. 


Vicegerent of your pow'r; — and if thy ſervant. 
Or this his ſoft aſſociate, ere defeat 


By any word or deed the great deſign, 

Then ſtrait may all your horrible diſpleaſure 
Be launch'd upon us from your red right arm, 
And in one ruin daſh us both go 

The blaſted monuments of wrath : 


MANDANE. 


That here 

Mandane vows neer to betray 115 cauſe, wk 

Be it enroll'd in the records of heay' n! Bothrife. 
_ ZAMTI. 

And now my heart more lightly b beats; methinks | 

With ſtrength redoubled I can meet the ſhock „ 

Of adverſe fate. | 


 MANDANE. 
And lo! the trial comes - 
For ſee where Etan i 0k whe the youth, 


Unknowing of the ſtorm that 2 er him, 
Brings ſome new.tale of woe. 2 


Enter ETAN. 


ETAN. 
My honour'd father, 
And you, my helpleſs 9 where now, 

IIluſtrious wretched pair, where will ye fly? 

Where will your miſeries now find a ſhelter ? 

ZAMTI. 
In virtue I and this dear faithful woman, 
We aſk no more. 

MANDANE. 


Ah! quickly, en 
What means that pallid look ? — what new event 
Brings on the work of fate ! —— 


ZAMTI, 


PLN! 


The ORPnan of cu 9 


ee Fe 
Say, dock the tyran 


Return unglutted — with blood — 


an 
He does; 


 Ev'n now his triumph moves s within the gates 


In dread barbaric pomp : — the iron ſwarms 


Of H yperboreans troop along the ſtreets, 


Reeking from ſlaughter ; while, from gazing crowds 
Of their dire countrymen, an uproar wild 
Of joy ferocious thro? th* aſtoniſh'd air 
How!ls like a northern tempeſt : — O'er the reſt, 
Proud in ſuperior eminence of guilt, 


The tyrant rides ſublime. — Behind his car 


The refuſe of the ſword, a captive train 


Diſplay their honeſt ſcars, and — their a 


With rage and deſperation. 


— : MANDANE. 
Cruel fate ! 
EAN. 
With theſe a youth, diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 


Proceeds in ſullen march. — Heroic fire 


Glous in his cheek, and from his IR 22 
Beams amiable horror. 


MANDANE, 
What of this youth ?— 


ZAMTI.: 


Be not alarm'd, Mandane— What of him? 


_ ETAN. 
On him all eyes were fix'd with eager gaze, 
As if their ſpirits, ſtruggling to come forth, 


Would ftrain each viſual nerve, — while theo? the 
crowd 


A buſy murmur ran — © If fame fay right, 


*« Beneath that habit lurks a prince; the laſt 
Of 


i 
' 

15 
it 
'T 
i 


| It cannot be. Rea 4 vain, Uk RT 
Ye groundleſs terrors hence. Aldt. 


10 W jpegs 


<<. Of China's race.“ The rumour ſpreads ata 
From man to man; and all with loud acclaim 
Denounce their vengeance on him. 

MAN DAN E. 


Ha! what ſay'ſt thou, Etan? 
Heav'ns how each black ning hour i in deeper imine 
Comes charg'd with woe | [ 


MANDANE.. 
My honour'd lord, 571130 
Thoſe eyes upturn'd to heav'n, alas! in vain, 
Declare your inward conflict. 


ZA M 7 J. an 


Lov'd Mandane, 
I prithee leave me—but a moment leave me. 


Heed not the workings of a ſickly fancy, 


Wrought on by ev'ry popular report. 
Thou know'ſt with Morat I convey'd the infant 


Far'as the eaſtern point of Corea's realm ; 


There where no human trace is ſeen, no ſound 
Aſſails the ear, ſave when the foaming ſurge 
Breaks on the ſhelving beach, that there the youth 
Might mock their buly ſearch. — Then check thy 
7” "mane 
Retire, my love; awhile ; I'll come anon,— 


And fortity thy ſoul with firm reſolve, 


Becoming Zamti's Wife,—- 
MANDANE. 


Yes, Zamti's wife 
Shall never act unworthy of hier lord. 
Then hence PII go, and ſatisfy each doubt 


Quick 


This vouthful captve raiſes 1 in my heart, 


1 

SE 

„ 

PE 

4 3 BF 
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Quick panting with its fears. And O ye pow'rs! 
Pore my ſon, * W and my king ! 
[Ext Mandane. 


ZAMTI and ETAN, 6 


ZAMTI | 
G kither, Etan — thou ee the toils 
That now incircle me 


ETAN. 


Alas too well 
I ſee th'impending ſtorm.— But ſurely, fir, 

Should this young captive prove the royal * 
You'll never own ch important truth. 


Z AMT. 


Dream not, young man, 

To ſtand ſecure, yet blooming 1 into life, 
While vengeance hovers o'er your father's head. 
The ſtock once falbn, each ſeyon muſt decay. 


e ET AN. 
Then let me periſh ; —— witneſs for me, hear n, 
Could Etan's fall appeaſe the tyrant's wrath, 
A willing victim he would yield his life, 
And aſk no greater boon of heav'n. 


ZAMTL 
This bead 
So fervid in a ſtranger's Cauſe —— 
ETAN. 


A ftranger ! he! 
My king a ſtranger ! — Sir, 100 never meant it — 
Perhaps you would explore the fiery ſeeds 
Of Etan's temper, ever prompt to blaze 

At honour's ſacred name. — Periſh the man, 
Who, when his country calls him to defend 
The rights of human kind, or en die, 


Who 


12 The ORPHAN of CHINA. 
Who then to glory dead can ſhrink aghaſt, 
And hold a council with his abject — 60% 


Z AMTI. 


Theſe tow'rings of the ſoul, alas! are vain. 
I know the Tartar well — ſhould I attempt 


Buy any virtuous fraud to veil the truth, 


His lion-rage again ſhall ſtalk abroad, 
Again ſhall quaff the blood of innocence ; 
And for Zaphimri all the poor remains 


Of China's matrons and her hoary fires, 


Her blooming virgins, and her liſping babes, 
Shall yield their throats to the fell murd'rer's knife, 
And all be loſt for ever — 


TE 
Then at once | 


Proclaim him to the world; each honeſt hand 
Will graſp a ſword, and, midſt the circling _ 


Reach the uſurper's heart —or ſhould they 
Should overwhelming bands obſtruct hs deed, 


They'll greatly dare to die! — better. to die 


With falling liberty, than baſely lead 


An i W life. — Zaphimri loſt, 


Ne'er ſhall fair order dawn, but thro? the land 
Slav*ry ſhall clank her chains, and violation, 
Rapine, and murder riot at the will 

Of luſt and lawleſs pow'r. 


Z AMTI. 
Thou brave young man, 
Indulge my fond embrace — thy lovely ardor 
It glads me thus to ſee.— To eaſe at once 
Thy gen'rous fears, — the prince Zaphimri's ſafe; 
Safe in my guardian care 


ET AN. 


This pris'ner, ſir, . 
He does not then alarm you?; 


2AM TI. 
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3 Zz AMT I. +. 
No! from thence | — 
I'v e nought to fear. | 

ETA N. 


Oh! fir, inform your ſon. 
Where is the royal youth? 


3 : ZAMT J. 
4 Seek not too ſoon 
43 To know that truth — now Pl diſcloſe the work, 
$ The work of vengeance, which my lab'ring ſoul 
5 Has long been faſhioning. —-FEv*n at this hour 
3 Stupendous ruin hovers o'er the heads 
4 Of this accurſed race 
ET AN. 
| Ruin [ 5 
5 4 | ZAMTI. 
1 I'll tell thee 25 ; 
z When Timurkan led forth his ſavage bands, 
1 Unpeopling this great city, I then ſeiz'd 
1 The hour, to tamper with a choſen few, 
1 Who have reſolv'd, when the barbarians lie 
A Buried in ſleep and wine, and hotly dream 
E Their havock o'er again, — then, then, my ſon, 
1 In one collected blow to burſt upon em; 
b Like their own northern od whoſe midnight 
I horror 
1 Impending o'er the world, at length breaks forth 
Z In the vaunt lightning's blaze, i in ſtorms and thunder 


Thro' all the red'ning air, till frighted nature 
Start from her couch, and waken to a ſcene 
Of uproar and deſtruRtion, — 


Oh! my Father, 


The glorious enterprize | 
ZAMTI. 


Thou'lt find them muſing near Oſmingti's tomb 


14 The Orphan of CHINA. 


Z AM T J. 
Mark me, young man. 


Seek thou my friends, Orafming and Zimventi. 


In the dim holy cloiſters of yon temple 


I charge they all convene; and there do thou 
Await my coming. Bid them neꝰer remit 
Their high heroic UF 5 let them know, 
Whate'er ſhall fall on this old mould'ring clay, 
The tyrant never ſhall ſubdue my mind. 
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A rev'rend ſtranger craves acceſs to Zamti 
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AG | An 
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Rr 


r . 
Enter r 


ZAMTI, 


— ARE AM on, detadediy tyrant; 1 on 
BBY In blind ſecurity : — whene'er high heav'n 
1 to deſtroy, it curſes with illuſion, 
REL With error of the mind. — * 
thy fury 
Upon this capti ve youth ;—whocer he i is, 
If from his this groaning empire riſe, 
Once more itſelf, reſplendent, rich in arts 


That humanize the world, — he pays a debt 
Due to his King, his Country, and his God. 
His father, —whereſoc'er he dwell, —in tears 
Shall tell the glory on his boy deriv 8 
And ev'n his mother, midſt her matron ſhrieks, 
Shall bleſs the childbed pang that * him forth 
To this great lot, by fate to few allow d! 


What would'ſt thou, Mirvan! ? 


Enter Minvax. 


MIRVAN. 
bande without, 


His head hoary with age, with galling tears 
His eyes fuffus'd ; his ev'ry look 1 impatience— 

nl AKOO x 
Give him admittance —— [Exit Miryan. 
Ho my ſpirits ruſh 


Tumultuous 
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Ah! f —dead!—in battle fall'n — 


16 The Or RAN of CHINA; 
Tumultuous to my heart what may this mean 4 
Lo! where he comes — 


Enter Moxrar, 
1 MOR AT. | 


* 


2 AM TI. 
Ha !—thro the veil 


Of age,— that face—that wien— Morat! 


v7 MORAT.. 1 4 
bla 7. 4 61 0 8 

| Let me once more embrace thee ems 1 
8 Z AMI Ie! a. 
Good old man! Tuch embrace. 


But wherefore art thou here? — what of my boy? 


M ORAT. 
Ah! what indeed ?—Ev*nfrom the ocean's ma 


Parch'd with the ſun, or child with midnight dar 
 Ofer hills, and rocks, and dreary continent, 


In vain Te tollow'd—— _ * 

ANT e bn 

WAY dal let him fortkꝰ . 
NM ORAT. 


Think not thy Morat urg'd him to the deed. 


His valour was the cauſe ; and ſoon as fame 
Proclaim'd the prince alive, the mighty din 


Of preparation through all Corea's realm 


Alarm'd his breaſt— Indignant of controul 
He burſt his covert, and now, hapleſs youth — 


Z AM TI 
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W M ORA T. 11 Of 

Als ev'n now _ Ke 

He * * conquꝰ rorꝰs chain. 


bor . 
Mandane then 
May ſtill embrace her ſon. My, xy may live, 


To know the ſweets of freedom, eber he die. 
5 MO RAT. 


Alas! the meaſure of your woes is full. 
Unconſcious of our frauds, the — thinks 
The prince his pris ner in your ſon. 


Z AMT I 


5 MORAT. _ f 
Wild thro' the ſtreets the foe calls out on Zamti. 


Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud; 
And on your Hamet threaten inſtant vengeance. 


Z AM TI. 


There was but this — but this, ye cruel pow'rs, 
And this you've heap'd upon me.—Was it not. 
Enough to tear him from his mother's arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o'er the world? 
Alas! what needed more? — Fond fooliſh eyes, 
Stop your unbidden guſn - tear, tear me piecemeal— 
— No, I will not complain— but whence on him 
Could that ſuſpicion glance: ? 


MORAT.. 


This very morn, 

E'er yet the battle join d, a faithful . 
Who thro the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and paſs'd the Tartar's camp, 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief.— 
That ſoon as Hamet Join'd the warlike train, 

His ſtory he related. Strait the gallant leader 
„ — | With 


An early hero! deem 


And riſes 1 into horrid proof. 


18 The ORPHAN of CIA. 


With open arms receiv*d him— knew him for thy 


ſon, 


In ſecret knew him, nor reveal'd he aught 


That touch'd his birth. But {till the buſy voice 


Of fame, encrealing as ſhe goes, through all 0 


ranks 
Babbled abroad each trcumſtance.—By thee 


How he was privately convey'd— Sent forth 


A tender infant to be rear'd in ſolitude, 

A ſtranger to himſelf !-— The warriors ſaw 

With what a graceful port he mov'd in arms, 
d him far above 

The common lot of 1 him Zaphimri, 

And all with reverential awe beheld him. 

This, this, my Zamti, reach'd the tyrant's ear, 


Z AMTI. 
If W. 


Oh! what a ſacrifice mitt" now be made! Afrde. : 


MORAT. 


But when the ſecret ſhall be known —— 


ZA MT I. 
Oh! Morat 
Does thy poor bleeding country ſtill remain 
Dear to thy heart? — Say, doſt thou ſtill revere 


| That holy pow'r above, Supreme of Beings, 


Miftaken by the Bonzee, whom our fathers | 


Worſhipp'd in happier days Ls 


| M O RAT. 

He, — only he We” Sigh 

For twenty years hath giv n me fireogyh in exile, 
| ZAM TI. 

Then bending here, before his awful throne, 


Swear what I now unfold, ſhall ever lie 
In fecred ſilence * 489 4 4 


MoR Ar. 


1 
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"" WIRED 


e | 
Now mark me 

— ſon — (turning Ade.) Oh! cruel, erbel 
| taſk, 

To conquer nature while the heart-ſtrings break,— 


MORAT. 


Why | heave thoſe ſighs? —and way” that burſt of 
grief lee: | 


1 luer! — 


ZAMTI 


My ſon —his ls gulltleſs blood—1 cannot ſpeak — 
Burſts into tears. 


MOR AT. 


7 Ha wit thou ſhed his POPE; Roan 
_ Zanri. | 
Thou wretched father 3 Half . 


MO R AT 

Oh!] had you known the virtues of the youth ; 

His truth, his courage, his enlighten d mind 
ZAMTL 


I prithee urge no more here nature's voice 
Speaks in ſuch pleadings: Such reproaches, Morat, 
— Here in my very heart gives woundings hete, 
Thou can ſt not know and only parents. feel 

| MMO R AT. | 
And wile thou, cruel in thy tears 


2 Au r. 
Nay ceafe, © 

In pity to a father celle Think, Motat, 
Think of Zaphimti wg 


oA. 
Ah! how fares the prince ? 


Cc 2 z AMT I. 


The onrnAR of CHINA. 
Z AM TIL. 


He fares, my Morat, like a God on earth, | 

Unknowing his celeſtial origin: 

Yet quick, intenſe, and burſting i into action; 

His great heart labr'ing, with he knows not what 

Prodigious deeds !- Deeds, which eber long ſhall 
rouze, 


Aftoniſh, and alarm 76 world. 
M O R A T:. \ 


20 


What mean 
Thoſe myſtic ſounds ? 


2 AMT. 
Revenge, conqueſt, and freedom 
mona. 


Conquẽſt and freedom 1 8 


Z AM TI. 


Ay! ] — Conqueſt and freedom ! 

The midnight hour ſhall call a choſen band 

Of hidden patriots forth; who, when the foe 
Sinks down in drunken revelry, ſhall pour 

The gather'd rage of twenty years _ him, 
And vindicate the eaſtern world. 
MORAT. 


Oh! Zamti, | 
The news revives my ſoul. — 
A SIGN ZAMTI. 

And can'ſt thou think RL 
Io fave one vulgar life, that Zamti now 
Will marr the vaſt deſign ?—No;— let him bleed, 
Let my boy bleed : In ſuch a cauſe as this 

I can reſign my ſon—with tears of joy 

Reſign him, — and one complicated pang 

Shall wrench him from my heart. 
The conqu'ror comes ! © © Marlite muff bc within. 


This 


1 
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This is no hour for parlying 
And leave me to my fix d reſolve. 


Morat, hence, 


. 
Vet think, 8 
Think of ſome means to ſave your Hamet. — 
- ZAMTI. | 
Oh! 


It cannot be the ſoul of Timurkan 

Is bold and ſtirring — when occaſion calls, 

He ſprings aloft, like an expanding fire, 

And marks his way with ruin. Now he knows 
Zaphimri lives, his fear will make him daring 
Beyond his former crimes for joy and riot 
Which this day's triumph brings, remorſeleſs rage 
And maſſacre ſucceed and all our hopes 

Are blaſted, for an unimportant boy. 


A ſecond flouriſh. 


MORAT. 


That nearer ſound proclaims his dread approach — 
Yet once "Rs Zamti, think —— 
5 Z AMT I. 

No more — I'll ſend | 
Thoſe ſhall conduct thee where Oraſming lives — 
There dwell, unſeen of all.—But, Morat, firſt 
Seek my Mandane. — Heav'ns! — how ſhall I bear 
Her ftrong impetuoſity of grief, 

When ſhe ſhall know my fatal purpoſe ? — Thou 
Prepare her tender ſpirit; ſooth her mind, 
And ſave, oh! ave me from that dreadful conflict. 
| [Exeunt. 


7 


2 The ON of Curna. 


TIMURKAN, with toe Train. 


TIMURKAN. 


Hail to this regal dome, this glitt'ring palace! 
Where this inventive race have laviſh'd all 
Their elegance; - ye gay apartments, hail! 
Beneath your ſtoried roof, where mirnic life 
, Glows the eye, and at the painter's touch 
A new creation lives along the walls; 
Once more receive a conqueror, arnv'd _ 
From rougher ſcenes, where ſtern rebellion dard 
Draw forth his phalanx; till this warlike arm 
Hurl'd deſolation on his falling ranks, . 
- And now the monſter, in yon field of death, 
Lies overwhelm'd in ruin. 


OCTAR, | 


— 


There he fell, 
No more to ſtalk thy realm; the eaſtern world 
From this auſpicious day, beneath your feet 
Lies bound 1 in adamantine chains. 

TIMU K KA N. 
Thus Octar, 
Shall Timurkan diſplay kk conqu cing bannees, 
From high Samarcand's walls, to where the Tanais 
Devolves his icy tribute to the ſea, —— 


OCTAR. 
But firſt this captive prince. 


TIMURE A N. 
Yes, Octar, firſt 
Zaphimri gluts my rage—bring him before us— firſt 
We'll cruſh the ſeeds of dark conſpiracy —— 
For Zamti — he, that falſe inſidious ſlave, 
Shall dearly Pay his treaſons, = 


1 | OCTAR, 
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Oe 7 A R. 
Zamti's crimes 


'Twere beſt to leave unpuniſh'd: : vers d' in wiles 
Of fly hypocriſy, he wins the love 
Of a deloded multitude. —*Twould ſeem, 
Should we inflict that death his frauds deſerve, 
As if we meant deſtruction to their faith: 
When a whole people's minds are once inflam'd 
For their religious rights, their fury buras 
With rage n more e dreadful, as br gy 18 holy.— — 
Tun 
Octar, thou er right : : — henceforth my art 
To make this ſtubbotn race receive my yoke, 
Shall be by yielding to their ſofter mannets, 
Their veſture, laws, and cuſtoms: thus to blend 
And make the whole one undiſtinguiſh'd people. 


The boy comes forth in ſullen mood — what paſſions 
Swell in his breaſt in vain ! - 


* 


Enter Haan in chains. 


JETER: I M UR K A N. 

Thou art the youth, | 

Who mow'dour battle down, and feſh'd your ſword 
1 many a ſlaughter d Tartar. 


HAMET. 
Truez lam. 
ig TIMURKAN. 
Too well I mark'd thy rage, and ſaw thee hew 
A waſteful paſſage thro' thi embattled * 
HAME T. 
T hen be n witneſs for me, in that hour 
1 never ſhunn'd your thickeſt war; — and if 
In yonder field, where my poor countrymen 


In mangled heaps lie many a rood extended, 
Kind fate had doom'd me to a noble fall, 


Wich this right arm I earn'd it. | 
C4 TIMUR- 
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| . The Oxynan of CHINA. 

: © TIMURKAN. : 
. y. what motive 
Unſnheath'd thy rebel blade, and bad thee TY 
| Theſe wars? 

HAM E T. 

The love of honourable deeds; W 
The groans of bleeding china, and the hate 
Of tyrants. 


TIMURKAN 


Ha! — take heed, 'raſh youth — 1 ſee | 
This leſſon has been taught thee. — Octar, haſte, 


Seek me the mandarine — let him forthwith — 
Attend me here. (Exit Octar.)— Now tremble af 
my words ! | Mm 
Thy motive to theſe wars is known - — thou a art 1 
Zaphimri. 1 
H AMET. 
I Zaphimri! - IF 
| TIMURKAN. e 1 
Falſe one, yes; 9 
Thou art Zaphimri——thou! —whom treach'rous 1 
guile 


Stole from my rage, and ſent to diſtant wilds, 
Till years and horrid counſel ſhould mature thee 
For war and wild commotion. 
HA MET. 1 

I the prince! 
The laſt of China's race! nay mock not majeſty, 

Nor with the borrow'd robes of ſacred kings 

Dreſs up a wretch like me — were I Zaphimri, 

Thinkꝰſt thou thy trembling eye could bear theſhock 

Of a much injur'd king? —could'ſt thou ſuſtain it? 

Say, could'ſt thou bear to view a royal orphan, 
| Whoſe father, mother, brothers, ſiſters, all, 1 
Thy murd'rous arm hath long ſince laid in duſt? JF 
| Whoſe native crown on thy ignoble brow ẽ- 1 
Thou dar'ſt diſhonour ?—whoſe wide re country 

Thy arms have made a wilderneſs ? 


rmvun- 
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TIMURKAN. 


I ſee | 
Thou haſt been tutor'd in thy 1's retreat 


1 By ſome ſententious pedant. Soon. theſe vain, 
2 Theſe turgid maxims ſhall be. all ſubdued 

By thy approaching death. 

Nags A M E . 

Let death come on ; _ 

Guilt, guilt alone ſhrinks back appall'd. — the brave 
And honeſt ſtill defy his dart; the wiſe 
Calmly can eye his frown ; - and . 
Innokes his friendly aid to end her woes. 


TIMURKAN. 


Thy woes, Eber youth, with all my fears, 
Shall ſoon he buried. — 


Enter Zin Fe. 


TIMURK AN. 4 
Now, pious falſe one, ſay, who is * youth! ? 
| ZAMT 1 
His air, his features, and his honeſt mien 


Proclaim all fair within. — Bur, mighty fir, 
1 know him not. 


TIMURK AN. 


Take heed, old man, nor dare, 

As thou do'ſt dread my pow'r, to practice guile 
Beneath a maſk of ſacerdotal perfid : _ 
Preveratt, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 


ZAMTI. 


Prieſtcraſt and ſacerdotal perfidy 
To me are yet unknown. Religion's garb 
Here never ſerves to conſecrate a crime; 

We have not yet, thank heav'n, ſo far imbib d 
The vices of the north. 


TIMUR- 
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Have own'd the horrid truth; 


Where was your abode ? - 


* | 
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TIMURRAN. 
Thou vile impoſtor ! 


Avow Zaphimri, whom thy t trade rous 4 arts | 


Conceal'd from juſtice ; or elſe deſolation 


* ſhall ravage this devoted land. 
Z AMT], 


— 


Alas! full well thou know'ſt, th arm PP. 
Hath ſhed all royal blood. ——- - 


£54 4 


TIMURK A N. 
Traitor, "tis falſe ; — n 
By thee, vile ſlave, I have been wrought to think 
The hated race deſtroy'd —— thy 0 tale 
Abus ' d my cred lous ear. —— But know, at length 
Some captive ſlaves, by my command impal'd, 
have own'd they 


fought 
To ſeat Zaphimrt on the throne of China. ; 


Hear me, thou froward boy ;—dar'ſt thou behoneſt, 


And. anſwer who thou art 


HAM ET. 
Dare I be honeſtpa²C i - 


I dare; — a ind g grown up in native honour 
Dares not be otherwiſe — then if thy troops 


Aſk from the lightning of whoſe blade any fled, 
Tell 'em was Hamet's. — 


z AM TI. 


CCC on nn en yg 1 
My boy, —— my Hamet — _ 9 Ade. 


TIMURKAN. 


HAMET..... 
Far _ remote, in Corea's happy realm = 
Where the firſt beams of day with orient bluſhes. 
Tinge the (alt waye — there on the ſea beat ſhore | 
| A ca- 


* 
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A cavern'd rock yielded a ae retreat 
To virtuous-Morat. — 


Oh! ill. fated het. 2 25 J e  - 
„„ 3 | & So ootdoatrans 


The pious hermit in that moſs-grown es 
Found an aſylum from heart- piercing woes, 
From flav'ry, and that reſtleſs din of arme 
With which thy fell ambition ſhook the world. 
There too the ſage nurtur'd my greener years; . 
With him and contemplation have I walk'd 
The paths of wiſdom z what the great Confucius 
Of moral beauty taught, rhe er the wiſe, - 
Still wooing knowlege in her ſecret hannts, 
Diſclos'd of nature to the ſons of men, 

My wond'ring mind has heard but above all 
The hermit taught me the moſt uſeful ſcience, 
| That noble ſcience, to be Brave and. Good. — 


r 
Oh! lovely 3 at ev ry word he utters, 
A ſoft effuſion mix'd of grief and joy O09 
Flows ofer my heart. 5. We 
en ̃é . 
Who, faid he, was your er ? 
HA N BT 


My birth, the pious ſage, ——1 hai not why 
Still wrapp'd i in ſilence; and when. urg d to tell, 
He only anſwer'd that a time might come, 

I ſhould not bluſh to know my father. 


J 
Now, 
With truth dectare; haſt thou ne'er heard of Zamti? 
| HAMET. ED 8 


of f Zap ? = — - oft enraptur 'd with his name * 
* 


28 The Orynan of Cuin 4. 
My heart has glow'd within me, as 1 heard | 


The R 0 che n man. — J 


Thou gave, | 70 Zamti. 


Each circumſtance arraigns «wy F — 
HAME r. hy 
Oh! heav'ns! ee 
Can that be Zamti? 
FIM URK AN. 
Tes, that 1s the traitor mW 
1 HAME r. 
Let me lere 9 venerable frm, 
Thus on my. knees adore | 
43 2. 
I cannot look wana . 
Leſt tenderneſs diſſolve, my feeble pow n 
And wreſt my purpoſe from me —— _, Aſide, 
TIMURKAN. 
| Hemens vain boy! 


Thou ſpecious traitor, thou falſe hoary moraliſt! 
a To Zamti. 


Confuſion has oferts' en \ thy ſubtle frauds. 
To make my crown's aſſurance firm, that none 
Hereafter ſhall aſpire to wrench it from me, 
Now own your fancied king; or, by yon heav* n, 
To make our vengeance ſure, thro” all the eaſt 
Each youth ſhall die, and carnage thin mankind, | 
Till in the gen'ral wreck your boaſted Orphan 
Shall undiſtinguiſh'd Tas —— Thou know'ſt my 
word 
Ts fate.- Octar, drawn near when treaſon lurks 
Each moment's big with tanger— thou obſerve 
Theſe my commands | 


2 alks apart to Octar. 


ZAMTI, 
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"is 2 AM TI. 

Now virtuous cruelty repreſs my tears. 

— Ceaſe your ſoft conflict, nature. Hear me, 
Tartar. — 


That youth — Is air — his ev'ry . unmans s me 
quite. 


| 


3 rIMUR KAN. 
Wilt thou begin, diſſembler? 


2 Au TI. 
Down, down, down — | 
It muſt be ſo, or all Ko That . — 
I've dealt by him — as ev'ry king could wiſh 

In a like caſe his faithful ſubjects would. 


TIMURK AN. : 

Ha ! doſt thou own it? —Triumph, T imurkan, 
And in Zaphimri's grave lie huſh'd my fears. 
Brave Octar, let the victim ſtrait be led 

To yonder ſacred fane; there, in the view 

Of my rejoicing Tartars, the declining ſun 

Shall ſee him offer'd to our living Lama, 

For this day's conqueſt : — thence a golden train 
Of radiant years, ſhall mark my future ſway. [ Exit. 


| ZAMTI. 
Flow, flow my tears, and eaſe this aching breaſt. 
HAME T. 


Nay, do not weep for me, thou good old man. 
If it will cloſe the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me muſt yield his life, 
I give it freely. If I am a king, 
Tho? ſure it cannor be, what greater bleſſing 
Can a young prince enjoy, than to diffuſe, 
By one great act, that happineſs on millions, 
For which his life ſhould be a round of care ? 


Come, lead me to my fate. [ Exit with Octar, Sc. 


ZAMITI. 


30 The Oxeiran'of CXA. 
2 A M T a | 
Hold, hold my hear! | 
My gallant, gen dau youth !— Miaames $s ait, 
His mother's dear reſemblance rives my ſoul. 
MAN DAN E within. 


Oh! let me Wi and find the barb'rous man 
Where—where is Zamti? —— 

EF 1 | ZAMTI 
Ha!—'tis Mandane — © | 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alive 
In ey'ry heartſtring, the forlorn one comes 
To claim her boy. — 


Enter - MaxvAnz. Oe ELF 


MANDA N E. 
And can it then be true? 
Is human nature exil'd fro te breaſt 2 
Art thou, indeed, ſo bar Fel 
 ZAMTL. 

Lov'd Mandane, | 

Fix not your {© nene bearded ſhaft 
— drinks my —— up. — 
5 MAN DPANE. 


PA 
e 
* 


Pve ſeen 0 Se e 
The truſty Morat Oh ! I've heard it all, =— 
He would have ſhunn'd my ſteps; but what can 


The eye 2 like mine — 3 | 


ZAMTI. 

By 3 2 

I cannot ſpeak to 8 Te 
MAN DAN E. | 


Think thou thoſe tears, 
Thoſe lf, thoſe cruel tears, will chook ha 8. 
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Of a fond mother's love, tow ſtung to madneſs? 
Oh! I will rend the air with lamentations, 
Root up this Hair, and beat this * break. 
Turn all connubial joys to bitterneſs, 
To fell deſpair, to anguiſh and remorſe, Pre 
Unleſs my ſon | 
| ZAMTI. 
Thou ever faithful woman, 
Oh! leave me to my woes, —— 


MAN A N E. 

Give me my child, 

Thou worſe than Tartar, give me back my fon bil 

Oh! give him to a morher's eager arms, 

And let me ſtrain him to my heart. 

_ .ZAMTL op 

| Heav'n knows | bo 
How dear my boy is Slot our firſt aß 
Now claims attention to our country 's love, | 
All other tender fondneſſes muſt yeild; ; 

FP 1 e 


MANDANE. 


You were a ſavage bred in Scythian wilds, 
And humanizing pity never reach d { 
Your heart. Was it for chis oh thou ankind 


one, 

Was it for this ch! thou inhuman father, 
You woo'd me to your nuptial bed! ? — So long 
Have I then claſp'd thee in ** circling arms, 
And made this breaſt your pillaw ? — Cruel, ſay, 


Are theſe your vows ? — -are theſe your fond endear- 
ments ? 


Nay, look upon Ty” this waſted form, 
| Thele faded eyes have turn'd your heart againſt me, 
With grief for you I wither'd in my bloom. 
n 
Why wilt thou pierce my heart? 
— ls — MANDANE. 
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MAN AN E. FOOT an E&S >» 3 
1 ſon, 1 | e 2 
- Havel 9 bore thee. i in het matron arms, 
To ſee thee bleed ? — Thus doſt thou then return. 1 
This could your mother hope, when firſt ſhe * FD 
Her infant exile to a diſtant clime ? | 
Ah! could I think thy early love of fame, 
Would urge thee to this peril ? —thus to fall, 
By a ſtern father's will — by thee to die 
From thee, inhuman, to receive his doom. 
'  — Murder'd by thee! et u wy * an, 
me 
Thus on my knees at threaterif NOW NO more — 
Tis nature's voice that pleads; nature alarm'd, 
Quick, trembling, wild, touched to her inmoſt feel- 
; ing, 
2 ; When fore would tear her tender r young ones from 
—_ ; her. 


* —ů ů *²⁵ Uèͥ  — = mn tae 
* 
x 


| dick te MP Kerns RR NY 
| 9 Nay, fake not with enfeebling fond ideas f 
| I Fo ſwell the flood of grief —it is in vain 
| He muſt ſubmit to fate.— 
bn, 6 is od 
| Barbarian! no | _ She riſes haſtily. 
He ſhall not die — rather —1 prithee, Zamti, 
1 Urge not a grief - diſtracted woman : — Tremble 
ij At the wild fury of a mother's love. 
4 ww ZAMTI. 
| I tremble rather at a breach of oats. 
= But thou break thine.— Bathe your perfidious hands 
1 In this life blood.— Betray the righteous cauſe | 
Of al our ſacred kings. 
£ oy {MANDANK,, 
Our Foe | — our kings 
What are the ſcepter'd . of the world ? — 
Form'd of one common clay, are they not all 


Doom'd with each i fu with the meaneſt ſlave, 
| I» 
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To drink the cup of human woe? — alike 
All levelPd by affliction ? — Sacred kings! 
*Tis human policy ſets up their claim. 
Mine is a mother's'cauſe mine is the N 


Of huſband, wife, and child; — thoſe nn ties! ! 
Superior to your right divine of Kings. — 


Z AMT I. 


Then go, Mandane— thou once faithful woman, 

Dear to this heart in vain; — go, and forget 

Thoſe virtuous leſſons, which T oft have taught thee, 

1n fond credulity, while on each word 

You hung enamour'd.— Go, to Timurkan 

Reveal the awful truth. — Be thou ſpectatreſs 

Of murder'd majeſty.— Embrace your ſon, 

And let him lead in ſhame and ſervitude 

A life ignobly bought. — Then let thoſe eyes, 

Thoſe faded eyes, which grief for me hath dimm d, 

Wich guilty joy reanimate their luſtre, 

To brighten flavery, and beam their fires : 
On the fell Scythian. murderer. 


MANDANE. 


And is it thus, 

Thus is Mandane known >—My ſoul diſdains 
The vile imputed guilt. —No— never — never — - 
Still am I true to fame. Come lead me hence, 
Where I may lay down life to ſave Zaphimri, 


 — But ſave my Hamet too.—Then, then you'll find 


A heart beats here, as warm and great as thine. 


2 AMT I. 


Then . with me one ſtrong, one glorious effort; 

And rank with thoſe, who, from the firſt of time, 

In fame's eternal archives ſtand rever' d.,. 
For conqu'ring all the deareſt ties of nature, 

To ſerve the gen' ral weal. — 


D 


The ORF RHAN of CU INA. 


MANDANE. 
That ſavage virtue | #1 
Loſes with me its horrid Ae nr worn 
To ſave my king. But ſhould a mother turn 
A dire aſſaflin—oh ! I cannot bear 
| The piercing thought. — Diſtraction, quick di- 
[| 3 ſtraction 
| Will ſeize my brain. — See there—My child, my 
Child. 4 
By guards ſurrounded, a devoted victim. 3 
Barbarian hold — Ah! ſee, he dies! he dies! — 
| | She faints into Zamti's arms. 1 
0 Where is Arſace ? Fond FOUR: a | 
Shakes her weak frame—(Emter Arſace.) Quickly, 'J 
5 | Arſace, help —_ 
L. This ever-tender creature.— Wand'ring life 9 
= Rekindles in her cheek.— Soft, lead her off 'Y 
To where the fanning breeze in yonder bow'r, i 
May woo her ſpirits back. Propitious heav'n ! 
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| Pity the woundings of a father's heart; 
5 Pity my ſtrugglings with this beſt of women; 
| Support our virtue: — kindle in our ſouls 4 
A ray of your divine enthuſiaſm ; # 1 


Such as inflames the patriot's breaſt, and lifts 
Th' impaſſion'd mind to that ſublime of virtue, 
* That even on the rack it feels the good, 

| Which in a ſingle hour it works for millions, 


And leaves the legacy to after times. 
"us * off M andane. 


End of the Second Ac r. 


; 
* 
| 
| 
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A © T i. 


SCENE 4 Temple. Bebe tombs up 
and down the age. 1.2 f 


„ 


Enter Moxar. 


„Ee HIS is the Place theſe the long 


"9-4 
955 


winding iſles, 
The ſolemn arches, whoſextligious awe 
Attunes the mind to melancholy muling, 
Such as befits free men reduc'd to ſlaves. 
Here Zamti meets his friends amid theſe tombs, 
Where lie the ſacred manes of our kings, 
They pour their orifons —— hold converſe here | 
With the illuſtrious ſhades of murder*d heroes, 


And meditate a great revenge (a groan is beard ) 


a groan! 


The burſt of anguiſh from ſome care-worn wretch 
That ſorrows Oer his country 


ha! *tis Zamti! 


Zamti comes out of a tomb. 
ZAMTI, * 
Who's he, that ſeeks theſe manſions of the dead ? 


MOR AT. 
The friend of Zamti and of China. 


ZAMTI. 


Come to my arms, thou good, thou beſt of men 
I have been weeping o'er the ſacred reliques . 
D 2 O 


Oh! thou ws ever faithful 


Oh! Zamti, all is loſt = 
Are vaniſh'd into air, - 
Integrity of life. 
With lawleſs might, abandons us and virtue 


What,— 


36 The rn * CHINA. 


Of a dear murder'd king- where are our friends; 
15 55 ſeen Oraſming? y 
MORAT.” od LN 


Thro? theſe vaults of death 
— he wanders, plung · d i in deep deſpair — 


2AM TI. 


Haſt thou not told him ?—haſt thou nought reveal'd 
"Touching: Zaphimri ? — 


MORAT.\ 
There I wait thy will — | 
E 2 au 8 


on thy lips 
Sits penſive ſilence, with her hallow'd — 


Guarding the pure receſſes of he mind. —— 
: But, lo! _ COMp 


3 


Enter Onacn, Zune, and others, 
51 'ZAMTHL;: e 


. ye. my ant friends? wy 


 ORASMING. 


Our dreams of libarty 
Nought now avails 
— Eon heav'n, combin'd 


+: MON MTI. 
Can your great ſouls thus ſhrink within gh ? thus. 
Fi rom heroes will ye dwindle into ſlaves? 
O RAS MIN G. 


Oh! could you give us back Zaphimri then 
Danger would ſmile, and lole its face of horror. 


ZAMTI. 
-would his preſence fire ye! 


ORASMING. 


The onA of cin. 5 


ORASMING. 
Txould by heay” n! 
ZIM VENTI. 
This night ſhould free us from the Tartar's yoke. 
| ZAMTI. | | 
Then mark the care of the all-gracious Gods! 
This youthful ve po whom in chains they hold, | 
1s not Zaphimri. 
ORASMING, ZIMVENTL 
Not Zaphimri! 


No! 3 
Unconſcious of himſelf, an to the world unknown, 
He walks at large among us —— | 


ORASMING. 


ZAMTI 


Heav' nly pow 1 
2 AM TE 

This night, my friends, this very night to riſe 

Refulgent from a blow, that frees us all, 
From the uſurper's fate ! the firſt of men, 
Deliv'rer of his country! 


ORASMING. 


Mighty Gods! 
Can this be poſſible ? —— 


ZAMTI. 


It is moſt true 
I'll bring him to ye ſtrait — ( calling to Etan within 
the tomb) what ho! —— come forth 5 
You ſeem transfix'd with wonder —oh ! my friends, 
Watch all the motions of your riſing ſpirit, 
Direct your ardor, when anon ye hear 
What fate, long pregnant with the vaſt event, 
Is lab'ring into "birth. 
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Alas! my father, | 
At ſight of theſe ſad colourings of woe, 


Nay, but ſurvey it cloſer 


38 The ORTRAN of CHINA. 
Er Ax comes out of the tomb. 


+5 4% TB V7” 
Each ſtep I move 


A deeper horror fits on all the tombs ; ; 


Each ſhrine, each altar ſeems to ſhake ; as if 
e of ſome important criſis. — 


ZAMTI 


Yes ; ; 
A -rifis great indes is now at SEAT 2 


Heav'n holds its golden balance forth, and Acighs 


Zaphimri's and the Tartar's deſtiny, 
While hov'ring angels tremble round the beam. 
Haſt thou beheld that picture? # 


ETAN. 
F ind attention 


Hath paus'd on ev'ry part; yet ſtill to me 


It ſhadows farth the forms of things unknown; 
All imag ry obſcure, and wrapp'd in darkneſs, 
ZAMTI. 


That darkneſs my informing breath ſhall EI 
As morn diſpels the night. Lo! here diſphy'd. 
This 3 kingdom's fall. 


ET AN. 


Our tears will mix with honeſt indignation. 
AMT. 


ſee that child, 
That royal infant, the laſt ſacred relict 
Of China's ancient line — ſee where a mandarine 
Conveys the babe to his wife's foſt'ring breaſt, 
There to be nouriſh'd in an humble ſtate; 
While their own ſon is ſent to climes remote; 
That, ſhould the dire uſurper e'er ſuſpect 


The 


N 


Some ſtrange inſpir'd emotion - 


I'll bury in the tyrant s heart. 


What an my father? 
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The prince alive, he in his ſtead might bleed, 

And mock the murd'rer's rage. — 
ETAN. 

Amazement thrills | 

Thro' all my frame, and my mind big with wonder, 

Feels ev'ry pow'r ſuſpended.- 


uren 


| Rather ſay 


That ee nen an barns within thee,—— 


Do'ſt thou not feel a more tan common ardor ? 2 


RT AN. 


By heav'n my ſoul dilates with ſome new impulſe; ; 
would the hour 
this night my dagger's hilt 


Of fate were come - 


ZAMTI. 

Wilt thou? | 
12501 ET AN. 

By all the mighty dead, that round us lie, 

By all who this day groan in chains, I will. 

| Z AMTI. 

And when thou doſt — then tell him tis the prince 

That e 


ET AN. 
The prince? s wrongs ſhall nerve my arm 
With tenfold rage. 

Z AMT!I. 


Nay, but the e himſelf! 


ET AN. 


Z AMT I. 


Thou art China's Orphan; 
The laſt of all our kings 
But now Zaphimri! 


no longer Etan, 


D 4 ZAPHIMRI. 


_  -- The ORPHAN of 'Cn'1 NA. 
eee | 


sic. g 
Of -heavin!- ! ah adt zn „ rf Eq italy”) 

* a ZAPHIMRL Trove Arat 
A cord of circumſtances riſe 
Thy frequent hints obſcure 
To train my youth to greatneſs. —Lend,y mes 
To my aſtoniſh'd pow'rs, that feebly bear 
This unexpected ſhock of rojalty« 


2 AMT I. 


Thou noble youth, now put forth all cena 
And let heav'n's vengeance brace * bee eee 


ZAPHIMEL nt Nei 


: ww, — — = . peep 
* — ART” EA rv p _— y e — . eee per rr > — — 0 . 
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Vengeance ! 
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But tell me, Zamti — ſtill tis wonder all- 
Am I indeed the Royal Orphan? 


Z AMT. 


Thou; 
Thou art the king, whom as my y bumble ſon, 

I've nurtur'd in humanity and virtue. 

Thy foes could never think to find thee here, 
Ev n in the lion's den; and therefore here 

I've fix'd thy ſafe aſylum, while my ſon 
Hath dragg'd his life in exile. —Oh ! my {Ag 
Morat will tell ye all, —each circumſtance- 


Mean time ——- there! 18 your king 
All kneel to bim. 


ORASMING, ZIMVENTIL 
Long live che Father of the eaſtern world! 
iin | 


Sole governor of earth 


Z APHIMRI, 


«4 | | N . « 4% , 
Ha! f | ug "'S | Ve HEH 


O wond'rous head... 1 af 1212316 1 ö 


thy pious care 


That word has ſhot its s lightn ning thro? ON foul.- — 
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 ZAPHIMBI. 

All- ruling pow'rs! —— _ 

ls then a great revenge for all the wrongs 

Of bleeding China; are the fame and fate 

Of all poſterity included here s 

Within my boſom 2— _ T hey all riſe... 
- ZAMTI. NY Ts /- 

Yes; they are; the ſhades 

Of your great anceſtors now riſe before thee, 

Heroes and demi-gods ! - Aloud ar 1 call {Uh 

For the fell Tartar's blood - 65 


ZAPHIMRI. 


Oh! Zamti; all e 
That can alarm the pow'rs of man, now kurs 
In this e breaſt.— 


ZAMTI. 
Ane to burſt N 
With hideous ruin on the foe, —My gallant heroes, e 
Are our men ſtation'd at their poſts ? | 


ORASMING. 
They are. 
2 AMT I. 
Is ev Ty gate ſecur'd? ö 
 ORASMING. | KILN 
8 All WEE WTI DAN." 
Z A M TI. 


The Ggnal fix d? 
OR AS MING. 


Tr; 1s —Will Mirvan join us? 


LAMT J. 
Doubt him not.— 
In bitterneſs of ſoul he counts his wrongs, 


And pants for vengeance — would have join'd us 
here, 


at 
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But, favour'd as he is, his poſt requires him 
About the Tartar's perſon. — The aſſault begun, 
He'll turn his arms upon th? aſtoniſh'd foe, 
And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 


 ZAPHIMRE 197 


Now, bloody ſpoiler, now thy hour draws nigh, 
And &er the dawn thy guilty reign ſhall end. 


 ZAMTI. 


How my heart burns within me oh! ! ty friends, 
Call now to mind the ſcene of defolation; | 
Which Timurkan, in one accurſed hour, 

Heap'd on this groaning land. — Ev'n now I ſee 
The ſayage bands, o'er reeking hills of dead, 

| Forcing their rapid way. — I ſee them urge 

With rage unhallow'd to this ſacred temple, 

Where good Oſmingti, with his queen and children, 
Fatigu'd.the Gods averſe. — See where Arphiſa, 
Rending the air with agonizing ſhrieks, 

Tears her diſhevelPd hair: Then, with a look 
Fix'd on her babes, grief choaks its paſſage up, 
And all the feelings of a mother's breaſt 
Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathleſs ſhe faints | 
Within her huſband's arms. — Adown his cheek, 

In copious ſtreams faſt flow'd the manly ſorrow ; 
While cluſt'ring round his knees his little offspring, 
In tears all- eloquent, with arms outſtretch'd, 

Sue for Parental aid, — 9 


ZAPHIMRI. 


Go on — the tale 
Will fit me for a ſcene of horror. 


ZAMTI 
Oh! my prince, 
The charge, which your great father gave me, tilt 
Sounds in my ear. — Fer yet the foe burſt in, 
S Zarti,” ſaid he— Ah! that e eye * 
at 
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That agonizing look ! —— 
M Preſerve ole boy, my cradle . | 
« Shield him from ruffians —— Train his n to 

| virtue: 
e Virtue will rouze him to a great revenge ; 
« Or failing— Virtue will ſtill make him happy.” 
He could no more — the cruel ſpoiler ſeiz d him, 
And dragg d my king my ever honour'd king, — 
The father of his people, — baſely dragg'd him 
By his white rev'rend locks, from yonder altar, 
Here, — on the blood-ſtain'd Paremenk; while the 
queen, 

And her dear fondlings, | in one mangled M. | 
Died in each other's arms. 

"PT ZAPHIMRI. 

Revenge! Revenge! 
With more than lion's nerve I'll ſpring upon him, 
And at one blow relieve the groaning world. 
Let us this moment carry ſword and fire 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down 
In ruin and diſmay, —— _ 


TAMT I.. 


Zaphimri no. — 

By raſhneſs you may marr a noble cauſe. 

To you, my friends, I render up my charge -—- 
To Fw [ give your king.— Farewell, my ſov'reign.— 

| ZAPHIMRBRI. 

Thou good, ho godlike man —a thouſand feelings 

Of warmeſt friendſhip — all the tendencies 

Of heart- felt gratitude are ſtruggling here, 

And fain would ſpeak to thee, my more than father. 

_— arewel ; — ſure we ſhall meet again. 


2 ZAMTI. 
We ſhall — | | 
Z APHIMRI. 


Farewell — Zamti, farewell. (Embraces him) Oraſ. 
min 85 now 


The 
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The nobleſt duty calls us. — No remember 
We are the men, whom from all human kind 
Our fate hath now ſelected, to come forth 
Aſſerters of the public weal; to drench our ſwords 
In the oppreſſor's heart; — to do a deed 


Which heav'n, intent on its own holy work, 


Shall pauſe with UN to behold. bun 
Brit, with e 


ZAMTI. 
May the Moſt High 


Pour down his bleflings on him; and anon, 
In the dead waſte of night, when awful Juſtice 


Walks with her crimſon ſteel oer flaughter'd heaps 


Of groaning Tartars, may he then direct 

His youthful footſteps thro' the paths of peril ; 

Oh may he guide the horrors of the ſtorm, - A 
An Angel of your wrath, to point your vengeance 
On ev'ry guilty head. ——Then, —then will be 


enough, 
When you have broken the o preſſorꝰs rod, x 
Your reign will then be manifeſt — Mankind will ſee 
That truth and goodneſs {till obtain your care 
A dead march. 
What mean thoſe deathful ſounds ? — Again 1 
They lead | 
My boy to ſlaughter — Oh look down, ye heavens! 
Look down propitious ! — Teach me to ſubdue 
That nature which ye gave — |, [Exh 


A abad —_— Enter HAMET, Hera, 
i guards, &c. 


OCTAR. 


5 * let the victim fall, and with his blood 


Wath his forefather's Cn — Here ends the hated 
race, —— 


The eaſtern world thro' all her wide domain, 


Shall 
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Shall then ſubmiſſive feel the Scythian yoke, 
3» Ang — to Timurkan.—— | 


HA M E T: Standing by ihe umb. 


Where i is the tyrant ? — I would have him ſee, 
With envy ſee;; th? unconquer'd pow'r of virtue; 
How it can calmly bleed, ſmile on his racks, - 
And with ſtrong pinion ſoar above his po- r, 

To regions of perennial „ 


o crAR. 
The father 
Of the whole eaſtern world ſhall far thee well, 
When at to- morrow's dawn thy breathleſs corſe 
Is born thro all our ſtreets for public view. 
It now befits thee to prepare for death. 
** 
I am prepar d. L have no luſt or rapine, 
No murders to repent of. Undiſmay*d 
I can behold all-judging heav'n, whoſe hand 
Still compaſſing its wond'rous ends, by means 
Inextricable to all mortal clue, f 
Hath now inclos'd me in its awful maze. 
Since *tis by your decree that thus beſet - 
Th' inexorable angel hovers o'er me, 
Be your great bidding done.—— _ 


OCTAR. 

The fabre's - | 
Thirſts for his blood—then let its light'ning fall 
On his aſpiring head. Guards ſeize A 


MANDANE, within. | 
Off. Hg me free. —Inhuman, barb'rous ruffians.— 
| OCTAR. 


What means that woman with diſhevell'd hair, 
And wild extravagance of woe? —— 
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Deep in this boſom your ae ſteel, 
But ſpare his proving life. .. 


— > ey 


. Nn MANDANE 
My griefs jt ergy Na 
Scorn all reſtraine—1 8 1 will 3 as ay. 


She enters, and throws herſelf on her knees, 
Me, — me, on me convert your rage „ 


e 09 bit 

Hence, quickly —— does i e RT GA 
This wild, this frantic woman. 
 MANDANE. 
Never, never — | 


| You ſhall not force me hence. Here vil 10 clin ing 
Faſt to the earth, and river, here my hands, 
In all the fury of the laſt deſpair.” 


my dear, dear, ſon.— : 


He is my child, 
755 orn. 


How, woman q 


Saidſt thou your fon ? — 


MANDA N B. 

Yes, Octar, yes; — my ſon, 
My boy, — my Hamet (He riſes and embraces bin. 5 

Let my frantic love 
Fly all unbounded to him —oh! my child — my 
child. 

OCTAR | 

Suſpend the ſtroke, ye miniſters, of death, 
Till Timurkan hear of this new event. 


Mean time, thou Mirvan, ſpeed in queſt of Zamti, 
And let him anſwer here "his wond 


rous tale. . 
MIRVAN. 


The time demands his preſence ; or deſpair 


May wring each ſecret from her tender breaft. Aſide. 
And then our glorious, fancied pile of freedom 
At one dire ſtroke, ſhall tumble into nought. 
3 Exit. 
MAN DANE. 


ö 
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MAN DANE. 


Why did'ſt thou dare return? — ah rather why 
Did'ſt thou fo long defer with ev'ry 3 
And ev'ry growing virtue, thus to raiſe 

Your mother's dear delight to rapture ? 
, UA e . | 
Lot 
In the deep miſts of darkling ;onoreher;. | 
To me my birth's unknown — but ſure that look, 
Thoſe tears, thoſe ſhrieks, that animated Ser 
Defying danger, all declare th' effect 
Of nature's ſtrugglings in a parent's hear. 
Then let me pay my filial duty here, 
Eneel to her native dignity, and pour 
In tears of Joy the tranſport of a fon. — 


pe, MANDANE. 
Thou art, thou art my fon — thy father's ace, 

' His ev'ry feature, blooming in his boy: _ 

Oh!] tell me, tell me all; how haſt thou liv'd 

With faithful Morat ? — how did he ſupport 

In dreary ſolitude thy tender years? 

How train thy growing mind ? —oh! quickly tell 

me, | 
Oh! tell me all, and 8 me e with thy tongue. 


HAMET. 


Myſterious pow'rs | have I then liv'd to this, 
In th' hour of peril thus to find a parent, 
In virtue firm, majeſtic in diſtreſs, 
At length to feel unutterable bliſs . 
In her dear circling arms Ti bey embrace. 


Enter Tiuvzkan, Ocrax, Se. 


TIMURKAN. 
Where ; is this wild M 
Outrageous woman, who with frantic grief 
f Suſpends 
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1 Suſpends my dread command—tear *em aſunder, — 
4 Send her to ſome dark cell to rave and ſhriek-. _ 
th And dwell with madneſs — and let inſtant death 
iy Leave that raſh youth a headleſs trunk en me. 
= 50 MS ND/ENE/- 2-1: 40 
= Now by the ever-burning lamps that light 
1 Our holy ſhrines, .by 5 Confucius' altar, 
bi By the prime ſource of life, and light, and being, 
= That is my child, the bloſſom of my Joys — 
4A Send for his cruel father, — he —*tis he 
3 Intends a fraud —- he, for a ſtranger's life, 
= Would yield his offspring to the cruel ak, 
= And rend a wretched mother's wen with n 
J Enter Zeuri 
4 | Sure the ſad accents of Mandane” 8 voice | 
wo Struck on my frighted ſenſe 
. TIMURKAN. 
n Once more, thou ſlave ! 
4 Who is that ſtubborn 7055 1 
5 2 AMT I. 5 
Alas! what needs 5 
This iteration of my griefs ? 
MAN D A N E. 


J 


Oh ! horror! — horror ! 
Thou marble-hearted father! — tis your child, 
And YR ſee him bleed? — 


Z AMT I. 


On him 1 - on him 


Let fall your rage, and caſe my ſoul at once 
Of all its fears, « 


ANU 
= Ob! my nel ae She faints. 
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HAMET. 


Sopron 85 hey? nl 1 * lice tender ue 

Now, tyrant, now I be 5 to live —(&neels) lo! bete 
I plead for life; — not for the wretched boon 

To breathe the air, which thy ambition taints ; — 


But oh! to caſe a mother's pains; — for her, 


Fo! or cha dear object, — oh! let me live for her. 6 


TIMUREAN. 


Now w the conqueſts this good ſword has won, - 
In her wild vehemence of grief I hear 
The * voice of natue. 


-MANDANE, recovering. 


Ah! — where is WF 

He is my ſon — my child — and not Zaphirmri — 
Oh let me claſp thee to my heart — thy hard, | 
T hy cruel father ſhall not tear thee from me. 


TIMUREAN. | 
Hear me, thou frantic mourner, dry thoſe tears — 
Perhaps you ſtill may fave this darling ſon.— 
 MANDANE © 
Ah quickly 1 name the means. 


PIMUBRAN 


Give up your king, | 
' Your * of a king, to ſate r my vengeance, 
n HAMET. 
Ohl my much honour'd mother, never hear 
The baſe, the dire propoſal — let me rather 
Exhauſt my life-blood at each guſhing vein. 
Mandane then, — then you may well rejoice _ 
To find your child, — then you may truly know 
The beſt delight a mother's heart can prove, 
When her fon dies with glory, — 


E riIMURK AN. 
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Sts aſt | 1 
The ſtripling' 8 pride — — We alks part with Octar, 


Fe venerable hoſt, 


That lovely ardor in his Father 'S.arms 


My brave, — my gen'rous boy [= 1 22 him. 
TIM UR K A N. 
Doſt thou at length 
Confeſs it, traitor ? — 
055.2394 21061 226, a AER. -- 5 
Ves, 1 boaſt i it, tyrant; ot bet 7 pay 


Boaſt it to thee, — to earth and heav'n 4 boaſt, 


SS HA 
TIMURKAN 


n dad ZAMTI. 
Ye: mighty ſhades of China- el Ko Tf 
Forgive the joy that.mingles with my tears, 
When I behold him ſtill Jive, —Propitious pow 8! 
You never meant entirely to deſtroy 
This bleeding country, when your kind! indalgence 
Lends us a youth like him. 
Oh! I can hold no more — let me :nfold_ 


This, 


this is Zamii s ſon. - 


144 2 4 1 


HAMET. 


At length the hour, 3 Os. 


The glorious hour is come, by Morat pfvinis d. 

2 When Hamet ſhall not bluſh to know his father.” 
E AS Kneels to him. 

; " A MT E 

Oh! thou intrepid youth ! — what bright teward 

Can your glad fire beſtow on ſuch deſert ? - 

The righteous Gods, and your own inward IM 

Shall give the ſweeteſt retribution. —Now, 

Mandane, now my foul forgives thee all, a 

Since I have made acquaintance with my ſon ; 7 


Thy lovely weakneſs J can now excuſe; 


But oh! I charge thee by a huſband's right —— 
= TIMURKAN- 


The. On FH AN, of, CHINA. 5! 
TIMURKAN, | 
A huſband's right! Va traitor has no > right 2 — 
Society diſclaims him — - Wonian, hear — 
Mark well . -e "diſcolour not thy. ſoul 
With the black hue of crimes e 
8 10 nie Vows, and 1 ,,. 
dür müch a boy to his 0 other's arms 
Whi e Julie e whirls | that 5 8 Fey fate. | 9 8 
MAN DAN. 
2 Thou vile adyiſer !—— what, I my ord, 
My honoutr'd. buſhand tur a Scythian wife ! ! 
Forget the many ears of fond delight, 
In which my ſoul ne'er knew decreaſing love, 
Charm'd with, his noble, all accompliſh'd mind ! 


No: tyrant, no; 2 with him J“ II rather die ; 5; 
With him in ruin more Tupremely bleft, 


Than guilt 221 on Its throne. 


+ Ser gy oy — oY x 2 : oa ot ne 


Now then 5 
Inhuman tyrant, I defy why pow'r ——— 

| Lo! here, the father, mother, and the ſon! 
Try all your tortures on us here we ſtand 
Reſolv'd to leave a tract of Dag rendwn- n. 


To mark our beings -all reſaly'd to die 
The votaries of honour ! - 


"TIMURKAN; 3 98 1 
Then die ye ſhall — what hd! — — guands ſeize the 
ſlaves, ode HD ' ACT at 


Deep in ſome baleful 1 midnight gloom 
Let each apart be plitn; gd — and Etan too — 


Hits him be bc Baut - he t60'ſhall ſhare : 
His father's" fate 5 


MIRVAN. 
Be it my taſk, dread. ſir, TS 
To make the rack 3 ingenious in new pains, 


1 Till 
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Till even cruelty almoſt relent 
At their keen, agonizing groans. 


TIMUREAN. 


2 Brave Mirvan, 
Be that thy care. Now by th immortal Lama 
Pl wreſt this myſt' ry from em — elſe the dawn 


Shall ſee me up in arms — gainſt Corea's chief 

I will unfurl my banners — his proud cities 
Shall dread my thunder at their. gates, and mourn 
Their ſmoaking ramparts— o'er his verdant plains. 
And peaceful vales I'll drive my warlike carr, 
And deluge all the eaſt with blood. U Exit, 


Go  ZAMTI. 
Mamane. ſummon all th ſtrength. — My ſon, 
Thy father doubts not of thy fortitude. [ Exit. 
9 oO T AR. 
5 Mirvan, do thou bear hence thoſe miſcreant Nlaves. | 
| LExit, after Zamti, 
2 M ANDA N E. 
Allow me but one laſt embrace = Tg the guards. 


HA M E T. 
Oh! a . 
Would I could reſcue thee. - 


MANDANE. 
Loft, loſt again! 


 HAMET. 
e bloody Tartars. 


e 
Oh! farewell, - 


[Exeunt, on different Ades, 


| End of the Third A c 2. 
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SCENE, @ Priſm. Hamer in chains. 


Enter ZAPHIMRI (diſguiſed in a Tartar io) 
with MiRvAN. 


 MIRVAN. 


WEXKHERE firetch'd at length on the dank | 
T 7 ground he lies; 


5 Scornin his fate. —Your m meetin muſt 5 
= RIEL | 12 ſhort.- 8 | 


ZAPHIMRI. 5 


It ſhall.— 
= MIRVAN, 


And yet 1 tremble for th event. 
Why would'ſt thou venture to chis place of danger? 


ZAPHIMRI. 


And can'ſt thou deem me then ſo mean of ſpirit, 
To dwell ſecure in ignominious ſafety ; 

With cold inſenſibility to wait 

The ling'ring hours, with coward patience wait em, 
O'er Zamti's houſe while ruin nods? 


MIRV A N. 
Vet here, 
Thy fate's ſuſpended on each dreadful moment. 
| ZAPHIMRI. 


1 will hold converſe with him; ev'n tho? death 
Were arm'd againſt the interview, — [Exit Mirvan. 


E 3 HAMET. 


The OR RAR of CHINA. 
HAME T, fill on the 8 
—What wouldſt thou, Tarta r? 


Z AHT l- 


Riſe, noble youth, — no vulgar errand mine — 


H AME T, comes forward. 
Now ſpeak * purpoſe,—— 


+: .ZAPHIMRI, 
Under this diſguiſe — 4 405 
RE 
If 32 that Aiſeuiſe, 1 murd'rer's dagger | 
8 Tan __ my blood thus Þ can meet the blow, 
: browing vimpelf Tag., 
A ih 
No ruffian's purpoſe lurks within this boſom. I: 
"To theſe lone walls, where. oft the Jeythian ſtabber 


VV ith murd'rous ſtride hath come; theſe walls that 
oft. 


Have ſee th'aſſaſſin- s deeds ; I WI a mind 


54 


t * 


Firm, virtuous, u right. Under this vile 17000 
Lo! here a ſon 0 China, — Opens bis 0. 
HA M by of 


Yes, thy garb 
Denotes a ſon of China; and thoſe eyes 
| Roll with no black intent. Say on 


ZAPHIMRBI. 


4 SE S4 


come to ſeek acquaintance wich che =5 


HA ME T. 
Say then, 
| Dol thou applaud the deed ? —— 
12 ZAPHIMBL 


By heav'n n, * do. 
— Yes, 


The. Quzpuan of Cuina, 


Yes, virtuous envy riſes in my ol 
Thy ardor charms me, and eb'n now I pan: 
To change Conditions with thee, — — 


HAMET. 


: 


Then my heart 3 
Accepts thy proffer'd friendſhip in a baſe, 
A prone, degen'rate age, hen foreign force, 
And foreign 1 manners have o erwhelm'd us all, 
And ſunk our native genius thou retair'ſt 

A ſenſe of ancient worth. But wherefore here, . 
To this ſad manſion,” this abode of forrow,- 
Com'ſt thou to know a wretch that ſoon mult die? 


; | ZAPHIMRI 


By heav*n, thou ſhalt not die I come to ſpeak 
The gladſome tidings of a happier tate, | 
By r me Zaphimri ſends —— y 5 

r HAMET. 


Zap himri ſends! | 
Kind | boy rs — Where! is the king! ? 


ZAPHIMRI 


His ſteps are ſafe ; 
Unſeen as is the arrow's path. By me hs lays, 
He knows, he loves, he wonders at thy virtue. 
By me he ſwears, rather than thou ſhould'ſt fall, 
He will emerge from dark — | 

And. greatly brave his fate.— 


HAMET. 


Ha !— die for me! 
For me, ignoble in the ſcale of being; | 
An unimportant wretch ! —— Whoter thou art, | 
J prithee, ſtranger, bear my anſwer back = 
Oh! tell my lov? reign that here dwells a heart 
Superior to all peril.— When fall, 
A worm, an inſect dies! — But in his life 
Are wrapp'd the glories of our ancient line, 


"E + . 
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: The liberties of China Then let him 
Live for his people . Be it mine to die. 


Z APHIMRI 


Can I bear this, ye pow'rs, and not diſſolve 
In tears of gratitude and love ? 


39 A MET. 
Why ſtreams —_ 
That flood of grief? — Land why chat ſtifled groan ? 2 
Thro' the dark miſt his ſorrow caſts around him, 
He ſeems no common man. Es gen'rous youth, 
Who and what art thou ?. 


| ZAPHI M R I. 
Who and what am I! , 
Thou lead'ſt me to a precipice, from whence 
Downward to look, turns wild the mad'ning brain, | 
Scar'd at th'unfathomable deep below. 
Who, and what am I! - Oh! the verieſt wretch 
That ever yet groan'd out his ſoul in anguiſh. 
One loſt, abandon'd, hopeleſs, plung'd in woe 
Beyond redemption? s aid, _——TOo tell thee all 

In one dire word, big with the laſt diſtreſs, 

In one accumulated term of horror, — 


Afe. 


Zaphiror! ! | 
. H A M E T. 1 
Said'ft thou! | 
ZAPHI MRI. 
that fatal wretch ; 


=_ 
Exalted into miſery ſupteme. 

Oh! I was happy, while good Zamti's ſon 
I walk'd the common tracts of * and ſtrove 


Humbly to copy my imagin'd fire. 
But now - 


HAM E T. 


Ves now —if thou art 1 ſure 
Tis 
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*Tis wond'rous like — rais'd to a ſtate, in which 
; A nation's happineſs on thee 3 


Z APHIMR I. 


A nation's happineſs ! — There, there I bleed — 
There ace my pangs.— For me this war began 
For me hath purple ſlaughter drench'd yon fields 
I am the cauſe of all. I forg'd thoſe chains 
For Zamti and Mandane too — Oh! heavins! 
Them have I thrown into a dungeon 8 gloom.—— 
Theſe are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign. _— 
—[ am the tyrant! I aicend the throne 
By trampling on the neck of innocence, 
By baſe ingratitude; by the vile means 
of ſelfiſh cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains, 
All loft, all murder'd, that J thence may riſe 
| Inglorious to a rene | 


AME T. 


Alas! thy tf pirit, 
Thy wild pchlorder d 4 pe ures forth 


Hs, that are not or, being ills, not worth 
A moment's pauſe - 


ZAPHIMRI. | 

Not ills ! —— thou can'ſt not mean it. 5 
Oh! Pm environ'd with the worſt of woes; — 
The angry fates, amidſt their hoards of vengeance, 
Had nought but this they meant to render me 

Peculiarly diſtreſs d. Tell me, thou * 
youth, h 
A foul like thine knows ev ry fine emotion,— 
Is there a nerve, in which the heart of man 
Can prove ſuch torture, as when thus it meets 
UnequaP'd friendſhip, honour, truth, and love, 
And no return can make ? Oh! *tis too much, 
Ye mighty Gods, too much. thus, — thus to be 
A feeble Prince, a ſhadow of a king, 


Without 
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Without the pow'r ta wreak. revenge on gullt. 
— Without che power of doing virtue right. 


4. 


HA * ET. 
That power will come. 
: ZAP H I MR. I. 
But _C of when thou art loſt; - 


When Zamti and Mandane are N 
Oh! for a dagger's point, to plunge it deep, 
Deep in chis—ha ! — Deep in the ryrant' s heart, — 


HA MET. 
There your revenge ſhould point. — - For that great; 
6 
Heav'n hath watch'd all thy ways; and wilt 9 
now: 


With headlong rage ſpurn at its guardian care, 
Nor wait the movements of eternal uſtice ? —— 
ZAPHIMRI. 
Ha 1 —whicher has my phrenzy ſtray'd 16, 
: heav'n 
Has been all · bounteous. 3 pow'rs 1 — 

To you my oriſons are due But oh! 

Complete your goodneſs: - Save this valiant 
youth; ; 

Save Zamtb's houſe ; and * if ſuch your will, 

That from the Tartar's head my arm this night 


Shall graſp the crown of China teach me then 
To bear your dread 1 I ſtand 
e to your high will. 

HAM E T. - 


Aa heav” n, I truſt, 


Will ſtill preſerve thee; in its own good time 
Will finiſh its decrees. 


AAP H 1 M R I. 
Yes, Hamet, yes; 
A gleam of hope remains. Should Timurkan 
0 fer his murder to the midnight hour, 
| Then 
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Then will I come, — then burſt theſe guilty walls, 
| Rend thoſe vile manacles, and give thee freedom, 
HAMET. 
Oh! no— you muſt not riſæ e 
Z APHIMRI = 
A band of heroes | 15 _ 
For this are ready; 5 honourably leagu'd | 
To vindicate their rights. Thy father's care 
Plann'd and inſpir'd the idle. Among tlie troops. 
Nay in his very guards, there are not wanting 
Some 2 ſons = —_ in that hour, 
Who will diſcover their lon -up fu 
And deal deſtruction w. F . 
HAM E T. 
What = all conven'd, 
And ev'ry ching diſpos d? 28 
2 A HH * R * 
| Deterinle? d! —=Now 
In ſilent terror al intent they ſtind, 
And wait the ſignal in each gale that din. 
HAMET. 
Why diq- t thou venture forth ? 
Z APHIMRI. 
What, poorly lurk my 
While my friends die! 1— that chought — but, gene- 
. rous youth, 
I'll not think meanly of thee —No— that thought 5 
Is foreign t to thy heart. 
HAM ET. 
But think: my prince, 
On China's wrongs, the dying heroes? groans ; ; 
Think on thy anceſtors.— 
Z AP H I M R I. 


My anceſtors! 

What is't to me a long · deſcended line, 

A race of worthies, jegillators, heroes, — 
—Unleſs bring their virtues too! No r 

ci y 
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Thy own example fires me. Near this place 

_ Pl take my ſtand, and watch their buſy motions, 
Until the gen'ral Ne will I come, 

And arm thee for the aſſault —— 


„„ M E ; 

Oh! if thou do'ſt, 

Yet once again PU wield the deathful blade, 
And bear againſt the toe. 


Z A P H 1 M RI. 
Yes, thou and T 
Will ruſh together thro? this paths of Jah, 
Mow down our way, and with ſad overthrow bi 
Purſue the Tartar — like two ruſhing torrents, 
That from the mountain's top, midſt roaring caves, 
*Midft rocks and rent-uptrees, foam headlong down, 
And each depopulates his way. 


„ * if ow: ſp of rumpets. 
H A M E n 
What means 
That ſudden and wild kama — 
3 ZAPHIMRI. 
Even now 


The conqu'ror, and his fell barbaric rout, 

For this day's victory indulge their joy; 
Joy ſoon to end in groans —for all conſpires 
To forward our deſign — and lo! the lights 
That whilom blaz'd to heav'n, now rarely ſeen 
Shed a pale glimmer, and the foe fecure 

Sinks down in deep debauch ; while all awake, 
The genius of this land broods o'er the work 
Of Juſtice and revenge. 


HAMET:. 


Oh! revel on, 

Still unſuſpecting plunge in , Joy, 
And bury thee in riot. 0 
Z APHIMRI. 


* 
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ZAPHIMBL 


Ne; e' er again 
To wake from that vile 1 &er the dawn, 

Deteſted ſpoiler, thy hot blood ſhall ſmoke 

On the ſtain'd marble, and thy limbs abhorr'd 

I'll ſcatter to the dogs of China, 


. — —————— — 2 — 
—— Ä mm Tn I Ir rn ee ry nes 
. - 


Enter MiRvan. © 4 


. 
— — — 


MIR VAN. | 
Break off your conf rence - Octar this way comes. 
 ZAPHIMRI - 


This garb will cloak me from each hoftile eye 3 
Thou . not fear detection. 


Enter OctAr. 

MIRVA N. 
There's your pris'ner. 
OCT A R. 


Lead him to where Mandane's matron . 
Rings thro? yon vaulted roof 
„ HAME TT. 
Oh! lead me to her 
Let me give balm to her afflifted mind; 
And ſoften W in a parent: s breaſt, 
[Exit, with. Mirvan, 
ZAPHI MRI. 


What may this mean ? I dread ſome jurking 
miſchief.- Exit on the pv tre fide. 


NIE to Han met. 


OCTAR. 


When the boy clings around his mother's heart 4 

In fond endearment, then to tear him from her, 
Will once again awaken all her tenderneſs, 

And in her impotence of grief, the truth 4 | 
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At Fs will burſt its way. But 4 oem 
Impatient comes. | i - 


25 : 


Enter Twpcan 


Y 0 GAR. 
T * with diforder*d-looks, Kerr 
Why will my ſov'reign ſhun the Sei baaquet, 
ſeek a dungeon's gloom ? 


TIMURK AN. 
Oh 1 valiant Or, 


e 


,OCTAR. 1: 8 
' Thave; and tried by ev'ry threaten'd vengeance 
To bend his foul : Unconquer'd yet by words 
He ſmiles contempt ; as if ſome inward joy, 
Like the ſun lab'ring in a night of clouds, 
Shot forth its glad'ning.uare{ifted. beams, 
Chearing the face of woe. —— 


„ TM: DREAN, 
What of Mandane ?—— 


0 0 T A R. : 

At firſt with tears and bitter lamentations _ 
She call'd on Hamet loſt; but when I urg'd, 
She ſtill might ſave her boy, and fave herſelt, 
Would ſhe but give Zaphimri to your wrath, 
Her tears forgot to flow; — her voice, her look, 
Her colour ſudden chang'd, and all her form 


#500 Enlarging with th' emotions of her ſoul, 


Srewꝛ valfer to the ſight.— With blood - hot m_ 
She caſt a look of ſilent. e 
Then turn'd in ſullen mood away. 
TIMU RK AN. 
Perdition | i. 
O'erwhelm her pride. 2 
AY OCTAR, 
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| OCT AR. 
Might I adviſe you, ſir, _ 
An Artful tale of love ſhould ſoftly g ide 
To her afflicted ſoul a e s ſighs 
Will waft a chouſand wiſhes to her heart, 
Till female vanity afpire to reach 5 
The eaſtern throne; and when her virtue melts 
in the ſoft tumult of her gay deſires, 
Win from her ev'ry truth, then ſpurn to ſhame 
The weak, deladed woman. 


ce 1 TIMURKAN. 
O&tar, no —— 
I cannot 70555 with Tove-ſick adulation 
Jo thrill in Jangüiſfing deſire, and try 
The hopes, the fears, and the caprice of love. 
 Enur'd to rougher ſcenes, far other arts 
My mind employ'd,—to fling the well-ſror'd quiver 
O'er this manly arm, and wing the dart 
At the fleet raiti-deer,-fweeping down the vale, 
Or up the mountain, ſtraining! ery nerve: 
To vault the neighing ſteed, and urge his courſe 
Swifter than whirlwinds — thro? the ranks of war 
To drive-my chariot-wheels, ſnioaking with gore: 
Theſe are my paſſions, this my only bene, 
Above the puling ſickneſſes of love. 


R Bring that vile llave, the hoary ene before me. 


[Ex Octar. 
TIMUREK AN. 
By heav*n their fortitude erects a fence 
To ſhield em from my wrath, more pow'rſul far 
Than their high-boaſted;wall, which long hath ſtood 
The ſhock of time, of war, "of ſtorms, and Munter, 
The wonder of the world ——— _ 
What art thou, Virtue, who can'ſt thus inſpire 

This ſtubborn pride, this dignity of ſoul, 
And ſtill unfading, beauteous in diſtreſs, 
Can'ſt taſte of) Joys, my heart hath” never known? 


1 
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Enter ZAMTI, in chains. 2 

TIM.U RE AN. Re 

Mark me, b traitor, thy deteſted fi ht 
Once more I brook, to try if yet the 1 nſe 

Of deeds abhorr'd as thine, has touch'd your ſoul, 
Or clear this myſt*ry, or by yonder heav'n 


Ill hunt Zaphimri to his ſecret haunt,” - 
Or ſpread a gen'ral carnage round the world. 


ZAMTI. 


Thy rage is vain— far from thy ruthleſs power 
Kind heav'n protects him, till the awful truth 
In ſome dread hour of horror and revenge 

Shall burſt like thunder on thee. 


TIM UR K AN. 

Hal. beware, % [61 © 

Nor rouze my lion-rage - — yet, ere tis late, 
Repent thee of thy crimes, : 


ZAMTI. 


T he crime would be | 
To yield to thy unjuſt commands — know 
A louder voice than thine forbids the deed; 


The voice of all my kings! — forth from their tombs - 


Ev'n now they ſend a peal of groans to heav'n, 
Where all thy murders are long ſince gone up, 
And ſtand in dread array againſt thee. 


5 TIMURKAN, 
Murders | 


Ungrateful mandarine |! - fay, Y, did uy” 

When civil diſcord lighted up her brand 

And fcatter'd wide her flames ; wy fierce conten- 
tion 

*Twixt Xohohamti and Zaphimri s father 

Sorely convuls'd the realm; did not I then 


Lead 
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Lead forth my Tarmiy from their northern frontier, 
And bid fair order ET: 


6 13 5 2AM TI 

Bid order riſe | 
Haſt thou not ſmote us with a hand of wrath? 
By thee each art. has died, and ev'ry ſcience 
Gone out at thy fell blaſt — art thou not come 
To ſack our cities, to ſubvert our temples, | 
The temples of our Gods, and with the worſhip, 
The monſtrous worſhip of your living Lama, 
Prophane our holy ſhrines ? 


TIMRUREAN 


Peace; inſolent, 
Nor dare with horrid treaſon to provoke 
The wrath of f injur d majeſty. 


ZAMTI 


\ tyrant, 


Yes, thou haſt ſmote us with a hand of wrath; 
Full twenty years haſt ſmote us; but at length 
Will come the hour of heav*n's Juſt viſitation, 
When thou ſhalt rue—— hear me, thou man of 
leid 
Ves, thou ſhalr rue the day, when thy fel rage | 
Imbrued thoſe hands in royal blood now tremble— * 
The arm of the Moſt High is bar'd againſt thee— 
And ſee ! — the hand of fate deſcribes thy doom 
In glaring letters on yon rubied wall ! 
Each gleam of light is periſh'd out of heav'n, 
And darkneſs ruſhes o'er the face of earth. 


TIMURKAN. 


Think'ſt thou, vile ſlave, with viſionary fears 

I cer can ſhrink appaPd ? thou moon-ſtruck ſeer! 
No more Þ'll bear this mockery of words 
Or ſtrait reſolve me, or, by hell and vengeance, 
Unheard- of torment waits thee + 


F ZA. 
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Z A M T V 
Know'ſt thou not 


I offer'd up my boy? and after that, 
After that conflict, think'ſt thou there i 15 aught 
Zamti has left to fear? 


| TIMURKAN. 

Yeu: learn to fear 

My will - my ſov'reign Will which here | is law, 
A treads upon the neck of ſlaves. 


ZAMTI. 


Thy will. 
The law in China! — Ill. inſtructed man?! 
Now learn an awful truth, Tho? ruffian pow'r 
May for a while ſuppreſs all ſacred order, ga fr, | 
And trample on the rights of man; the ſoul, 
Which gave our legiſlation life and vigour, 8 
Shall ſtill ſubſiſt — above the tyrant's reach.— 

he ſpirit of the laws can never die. 


TIMURK AN. 


PII hear no more.—What ho ! —( Enter Octar, and 
guards) — Bring forth Mandane 
Ruin involves ye all—this very hour 
Shall ſee your {on impal'd.— Ves, both your ſons, — 
Let Etan be brought forth. 


OCTAR. 
Etan, my liege, 
Is fled for ſafety.— 
TIM REAN. 
Thou pernicious ſlave ! To Zamti. 
Him too would'ſt thou withdraw from Juitice? 
him 


Would'ſt thou ſend hence to Corea's realm, to brood 
| Ofer ſome new work of treaſon ? — By the pow'rs | 
Who feel a joy in vengeance, and delight 
In human blood, I will unchain my fury 


On-_ 
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On all, who trace Zaphimri in his years; 
But chief on thee, and thy devoted race. 


Enter Maxpans [12's HAMET. 
Mirvan guarding. them, Te, 


TIMURKAN. 


Woman, attend my words —inſtant reveal 

This dark confpiracy, and ſave thyſelf, — _ 

Tf willful thou wilt ſpurn the joys that woo thee, 
The rack ſhall have its prey. 


MANDANE. 


It is in vain. 
I tell thee, Homicide, my ſoul is baile” 

By folemn vows; and wouldft thou have me break 
What angels wafted on their wings toheavnar = 


TIMURKAN. 
Renounce your raſh reſolyes, nor court deſtruction. 


MAN DAN E. 


Goddeſs of vengeance, from your realms above, 
Where near the throne of the Moſt High thou 
Fei nn 


Inſpher'd in Larknoſs amidſt hoards of thunder, 
Serenely dreadful, *rill dire human crimes 


Provoke thee down; now, on the whirlwind' s wing 


Deſcend, and with your flaming ſword, your bolts 
Red with almighty wrath, let looſe your rage, 
And blaſt this vile ſeducer in his guilt. 
TIMURKAN. > 
Blind frantic woman! — think on your lov'd boy.— 


MANDANE. 


That tender ſtruggle's o'er — if he muſt os 
F'll greatly dare to follow. 


+ 2 A TIMUREAN.. 
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IMU RK AN. 
Then forthwith 


I'll put thee to the proof — Drag forth the By 
To inſtant Gen — - 7. Bey ſeize 1 


H AM E T. 


Come on then Lead me hence 
To ſome new world where Juſtice reigns, for here 
T by 1 Iron t hand 1 18 ſtretch d o'er all. 
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TIMURKAN. 


Quick, drag him forth. 
MANDANE. 


Nou by the pow'rs above, by ev'ry tie 
Of humanizing pity, ſeize me firſt ;— - 
Oh! ! ſpare my child, and end his wretched mother. 


TIMURKA N. 
. Thou plead'ſt 1 in vain.— 


Enter a 2 in haſte. 


Meſſenger. 8 

Fr: dread fir, is found. 

. 

Ah! China totters on the brink of ruin. =Afide. 

Jp CE ELILMYVEAS N. 
Where lurk'd the ſlave ? 

Meſſenger. 

Emerging from diſguiſe, 

He ruſh'd amid the guards that led forth Hamet; 

_ © Suſpend the ſtroke,” he cry'd; then crav'd. ad- 

mittance 
To your dread preſence, on affairs, he ſays, 
Of higheſt import to your throne and life. 


ZAM TI. 


” Dy that youth - oh! ſave that godlike man. 
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ZAM TI. 


Ruin impends, * ) Heed not an idle boy.— 
Pi 1 Timarkan, 
TIMUR KAN. 
Yes, I will ſee him — bring him ſtrait before me. 
| . 
Angels of light, quick on the rapid wing 
Dart "hi the throne of grace, and hover round 
im, 


Enter ZAPHIMRI, guards follow ing 1 
TIMURKAN. 
Thou com'ſt on matters of importance deep 
Unto my throne and life. 
Z APH! M RI. 


1 do. —— This very hour 
Thy death is plotting. - 


5 TIMURKAN. 
Ha! — by whom? 
ZAPHIMRI. 


Zaphimri 
ZA M 1 5 5 
What means my ſon ? 
TIMURKAN. 


Quick, give him to my rage, 
And mercy ſhall to thee extend. 


ZAPHIMRI. 


Think not 
I meanly come to fave this wretched being. 
Piry Mandane —Save her tender frame 


K neels. 


ZAMTL 


Wilt thou diſhonour me, degrade thyſelf, 
— Thy 
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Thy native dignity by baſely kneeling? 2— 

Quit that vile poſture. 
4 TIMURKAN. 8 

Raſh intruder, hence. . To Zamti. 

Hear me, thou ſtripling ; or unfold thy tale, 

Or by yon heav'n they die . coakn an appeaſe 


my wrath? 
— ag me Zaphimri's bead. | 
73 Z APHIMRI. 
Will chat ſuffice? 
KS A MT , 
Oh! ve ! if Aſide. 


9 MUYNEAN;. 
Tt will. — 
ZAPHIMRI. 
| Then take it, tyrant. 
Riſing Y and pointing to himſelf. 
ZAMTI, HAMET. 


Ah! 
Z APHIMRI. 
I am | Zaphimui — I your mortal foe.— 

Z AM TI. 
Now by yon heav'n! it is not. 


ZAPHIMRI. 
Here ſtrike here 
Since nought but royal blood can quench thy chriſt, — 


Unſluice theſe veins, but fpare their matchleſs 
lives.- | | 


5 TIMUREK AN. 
Would'ſt thou deceive me too? 

2 AM TI. 
He would 


No — here, Bo 
Here on his Eucen Zaphimei kun to die. — 
Z AMT I 


2 AP HIMRXI. 
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2 A M Ty" 5 
Oh ! horror, 'tis my fon — - by great Confucius, 
Fhat is my Etan, my too gen'rous boy, 
T hat fain would die to fave his aged ſire,- — 
| M A NDA N E. 
Alas! all's ruin'd — freedom 1 is NO more. — Ahh Je, 
ZAPHIM RI. 


Yet hear me, Tartir — hear the voice of truth— _ 
] am your victim — by the gods, I am. 


Laying hold of TRE. 
-. TIMUSEAN' | 


Thon early traitor! — train'd by your guilty ff tire re 
To deeds of fraud— no more theſe arts prevail. — 
My rage is up in arms, ne'er to know reſt, 
Until Zaphimri periſn.— Off, vile ſlave— 
1 his very moment ſweep em from my fight. 

| MANDA N E. | 
Alas! my huſband —Oh my ſon, my ſon 

T 31 

May all the hoſt of heav'n wrote him fill. 


[Exeunt Zamti and Mandane, 
guarded by Octar, c. 


ZAPHI MRI, Jruggling with Timurkan, on bis 
E nees. 


Ahl. yer withold — in pity hold a moment —— 
I am Zaphimri — I reſign my crown 


TIMURKAN. 
Away, vain boy! — go ſee them bleed _ behold 


How they will writhe in pangs; -Pangs doom'd 
for thee, 

And ev'ry ſtr ippliog thro' the eaſt. Vile ſlave, 

away! Breaks aue bim, and exit. 


F 4 ZAPHIMRI, 
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Z APHIMRI, Hing on the ground; officers and 
| guards Behind bim. 
Oh! cruel! — ——- yet a moment —— Barbarous 
Scythians |! 
Wilt thou not open earth, and tale me down, 
Down. to thy caverns of eternal darkneſs, 
From this ſupreme of woe? Here will I lie, 
Here on thy flinty boſom, with this breaſt 
I'll harrow up my grave, and end at once 
This pow'rleſs wretch, —this ignominious king | — 
—And ſleeps almighty Juſtice? Will it not 
Now waken all its terrors ? — arm yon band 
Of ſecret heroes with avenging thunder ? 
By heaven that thought (7 if ing) lifts up my kind- 
I 
With renovated fire (aſide.) My glorious friends, 1 
(Who now convene big with your country's fate, 
When J am dead, — oh! give me juſt revenge —— 
Loet not my ſhade riſe unatton- d amongſt ye; 
Loet me not die inglorious; make my fall 
With ſome great act of yet unheard-of vengeance, 
Reſound throughout the world; that fartheſt Scythia 
May ſtand appall'd at the huge diſtant roar 
Of one vaſt ruin tumbling on 1 the heads 
Of this fell , and his hated race. 
"LM guarded 


End of the Fourth AcT. 
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wo "7 RICK $* 4 * 4 * 1 
Arne 


A 0 * i V. 


Enter Oc r AR; ZAMrTI and Manpane, 
| following Him. 


ZAMTI. 


27 2 H doſt thou lead us to this | hated 
Me manſion *? 

371 W {#>* Muſt we again behold the tyrant's 
ASE frown ! ? | 


e Thou know'ſt our hearts are. fx'd. — 
| OCTAR. 


The war ir of words 


We ſcorn again to wage — - hither ye come 

Beneath a monarch's eye to meet your doom. 

The rack is now preparing Timurkan 

Shall ſoon behold your pangs, and count each groan 

Ev'n to the fulleſt luxury of vengeance. 

Guard well that paſſage (to the guards within ), ſee 

theſe traitors find 

No means of flight ; while to the conqueror 

I haſten, to receive his laſt commands. | 
Exit Octar, on the oppofite h de. 


ZAMTI and MANDANE. 
ZAMTLI 
Thou ever faithful creature 


 MANDANE. 
Can'ſt thou, Zamti, 
Still call me faithful e that honour'd name 


Witt 
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Wilt thou call her, whoſe mild maternal love 


Hath overwhelm'd us all ? 
Z AMITI. 


Thou art my wife, 

Whoſe matchleſs excellence, ev'n in bondage, 
Hath chear'd my ſoul; but now thy ev'ry charm, 
By virtue waken'd, kindled by diſtreſs 

To higher luſtre, all my paſſions beat 
Vnutterable gratitude and love, 

And mu: oh] cruel! muſt I ſee the bleed? — 


MAN DAN E. 


= Fc or me FRY wears no terror on his brow — 


Full twenty years hath this reſounding breaſt 
Been ſmote with theſe ſad hands; theſe haggard eyes 
Have ſeen my country's fall; my deareſt huſband, 
My ſon, — my king, — all in the Tartar's hands : 
What then remains for me? Death, — only death. 


Z AMT I. 
Ah! can thy tenderneſs endure the pangs 
Inventive cruelty ev'n now deſigns ? 
Muſt this fair form this ſoft perfection bleed E: 
Thy decent limbs be ſtrain'd with cruel cords, F 
I'S Ws a ruffian's rage? 
E MAN DAN E. 

Alas! this frame, 

Ibis feeble texture never can \ fein 3 
Bot this - — this I can bear — Shows a 2 


; ZAMTI. 
Ha! 
MAN DAN E. 
Yes! - this dagger! 


Do thon but lodge it in this faithful breaſt; 
My heart ſhall ipning to meet thee. 


7 


2AM I. 


ö "a 
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2AM TI 


Oh! 


Do thou, 5 
My honour'd lord, who taughr'ſt n me ev ry virtue, 
Afford this friendly, this laſt human office, 


MANDANE. 


And teach me now to die. 


Z AMTI. 
Oh! never - never | 
Hence let me bear this fatal inſtrument 


| Takes the ms 
5 What, to uſurp the dread prerogative __ 
Of life and death, and meaſure out the thread 
Of our own beings! — - *Tis the coward's «a | 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peri 
Be that the practice of th'untutor'd ſavage ; —— 
Be it the practice of the gloomy north. — _ 
MAN DAN E. 
Moſt we then wait a haughty tyrant's nod, 
The vaſſals of his will? — no — let us rather 
Nobly break. thro? the barriers of this life, 
And join the beings of ſome. other world, 
_ Who'll throng around our greatly daring ſouls, 
And view the deed with wonder and l 


Z AMI. 

Diſtreſs too exquiſite! — ye holy pow rs, 

If aught below can ſuperſede your la. 
And plead for wretches, who dare, ſelf- impell d, 
Ruſh to your awful preſence; —oh!— it is not 
When the diſtemper'd paſſions rage; when pride 
Is ſtung to madneſs; when ambition falls 

From his high ſcaffolding ; — oh! no—if aught 
Can juſtify the blow, it 1s when virtue N 
Has nothing left to do; when liberty 


No more can breathe at large; tis with the groans 
Of our dear country when we dare to die, 


MANDAN E. 


— 
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| | MANDANE. 
Then here at once direct the friend ſteel. 
Z AMTI. | 


One laſt adieu! — now! — ah ! does this become 
Thy huſband's love ? — thus with uplifted blade 
Can I approach that boſom-bliſs, where oft 
With other looks than theſe—oh! my Mandane— 
I've huſh'd my cares within thy ſhelt'ring arms? — 
MAN DAN E. 
Alas! the loves that hover'd Oer our un 
Have ſpread their pinions, never to return, 
And the pale fates ſurround us ——— 
Then lay me down in honourable reſt , 
Come, as thou art, all hero, to my arms, 
And free a virtuous wife 


ZAMTI. 


It muſt be ſo 
Now then prepare ; ahem - — My arm n flags and droops 
Conſcious of thee in ev'ry trembling nerve. 

Daſbes down the dagger. 
By heav'n once more I would not raiſe the point 
_ Againſt that hoard of ſweets, for endleſs years 
Ot unsrerft empire. 

MAN DAN E. 


Ha ! the fell miniſters of wrath and yet 
They ſhall not long inſult us in our woes. 
Myſelf will {till preſerve the means of death. 
Takes up the Am. 


Euter TMVURK AN and OcrAR. 


TIMURKAN. 


Now then, deteſted pair, your hour is come — 
Drag forth theſe ſlaves to inſtant death and torment, 
hate this dull delay; I burn to fee them 

Gaſping in death, and weltr' ing in their gore. 


MAN DAN E. 


e ran f en. 55 
MAN DAN E. 71 5 4 
Zamti, ſupport my ſteps — with thee to die 
Is all the boon Mandane now would crave. 


I [Evxeunt. 
TIMURKAN and OcTaR. 


TIMURKAN:. 


Thoſe raſh, preſumptuous boys, are oy brought 
forth ? 
oc T AR. 

Mirvan will lead the victims to their fate. 
TIMURKAN. : 


And yet what boots their death ?—the Cries lives, 
And in this breaſt fell horror and remorſe 

Muſt be the dire inhabitants. Octar, till 
Theſe midnight viſions ſhake my inmoſt foul. 


Oc AR. 


And ſhall the ſhad'wings of a feveriſh aka 
Diſturb a conqu'ror's breaſt ? 


TIMURKAN. 
Oar, they've made 
Such deſolation here — 'tis drear and horrible! 
On yonder couch, ſoon as ſleep clos'd my eyes, 
All that yon mad enthuſiaſtic prieſt 
In myſtic rage denounc'd, roſe to my view; 
And ever and anon a livid flaſh, 
From conſcience ſhot, ſhew'd t to my aching ſight 
The colours of my guilt 
Billows of blood were round me; and the ghoſts, 
The ghoſts of heroes, by my rage deſtroy'd, 
Came with their ghaſtly orbs, and ſtreaming wounds; 3 
They ſtalk'd around my bed; — with loud acclaim 
They call'd Zaphimri *midſt the lightning? s blaze 
Heav'n rolPd conſenting thunders o'er my head; 
Strait from his covert the youth ſprung upon me, 
And ſhook his gleaming ſteel—he hurPd me down, 
— Down 
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Down headlong, down the drear — - hold, hola? 5 
where am 1? 
Oh! this dire whirl of a brain son n fire— | 
CT A 


Compoſe this wild diſorder of wy ſoul. 
Your foes this moment die. 


Enter Migvan. N 


TIMURKAN. 
What would'ſt thou, Mirvan? 


Near to the eaſtern gate, a flave reports, 
As on his watch he ſtood, a gleam of arms 
Caſt a dim luſtre thro* the night; and ſtrait 
The ſteps of men thick ſounded in his ear; 
In cloſe array they march'd, my = 


TIMURKAN. 
Some lurking treaſon ! 
What, ho! my alt will cally forth. — 


MIRVAN. 


My licge, their ſcanty and raſh-levied crew 
Want not a monarch's {word — the valiant Octar, 
Join'd by yon faithful guard, will ſoon chaſtiſe them. 


TIMUREAN. 


Then be it ſo — Octar, draw off the und, 
And bring their leaders bound in chains before me. 
„ 1"; ek Octar. 


TI URRK AN and Minb an. 


MIRVAN. 
With ſure conviction we have further learn'd 
The long- contended truth — Etan's their King 
The traitor Zamti counted but o one ſon, 


And 


The Orenan of Cu1na: 79 


And him he ſent far hence to Corea's realm, 60 
That ſhould it &er be known the prince ſurviy d, 
The boy might baffle juſtice. — 0 


T IMUR K AN. 
Ha this moment 
Ourſelf will ſee him fall. 


MIR VAN. 


Better, my lie 

At this dead hour you ſought repoſe — mean time 
Juſtice on him ſhall hold her courſe. — Your foes 
Elſe might ſtill urge that you delight in blood. 
The ſemblance of humanity will throw 

} A veil upon ambition's deeds — tis thus 5 

That mighty conqu*rors thrive; — and ever vice, * 
When it would proſper, borrows virtue's nien. 


TIMUR k AN. 
Mirvan, thou counſel'ſt right: beneath a tho? 
Of public weal we lay the nations waſte. 
br et theſe eyes ſhall never know repoſe, 


Till they behold Zaphimri periſh. Mirvan, 
Attend 8 forth. 


a MIR V AN. 
Forgive, my ſov'reign liege, 

Forgive my over- forward zeal ——T knew 
It was not fitting he ſhould breathe a moment : 
The truth once known, I ruſh'd upon the victim, 
And with this ſabre cleft him to the ground. 


TIM URKAN. 
Thinks to great Lama! 3 is no more, 
And their boy king is dead, — Mirvan, do thou 
This very night bring me the ſtripling's head. 
Soon as the dawn ſhall purple yonder eaſt, 
Aloft in air all China hall behold it, 
Parch'd by the ſun, and welt'ring to the wind: 
Haſte, Mirvan, E and late my fondeſt wiſh. 


MIR VAN. 


* 
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INI. * 
This hour approves my loyalty and truth. ¶ Exit. 
|  TIMURKAN. LY 
Their deep-laid * hath miſs'd its aim, and Ti- 
4; murkan 
May reign ſecure — no longer horrid dreams 


Shall hover round my couch — the proſtrate world 
Henceforth ſhall learn to own my ſov'reign ſway. 


Enter MIRvAN 


TIMURKAN. | 

Well, Mirvan, haſt thou brought the wiſh'd- for 
pledge * 

MIRVAN. 

My liege, 1 fear *twill ſtrike thy ſoul with horror? 


TIMUR KAN. 


By heav'n the ſight W no Lo my longing eyes. 
Oh! give it to me. 


. Enter 8 (a ſabre in his hand) and 
plants himſelf before the tyrant. 


TIMUAKAN. 
Ha! then all is loſt. 


Z APHIMRI. 
Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphimri. 
TIMURKEAN. 


Accurſed treaſon! — to behold thee thus 

Alive before me, blaſts my aching eye-balls : 

My blood forgets to move — each pow'r dies in 
me 


ZaruINRI. 


The ORPHAN of CHINA. So - | 


 ZAPHIMRI. li 
Well may'ſt thou tremble, well may guilt like thine | 
Shrink buck appall'd; — for now avenging ooo n 
In me ſends forth its miniſter of wrath, 
To deal deſtruction on thee, —— 


| TIMURKAN, 
Treach'rous ſlave! 
"Tis falſe! — with coward-art, a baſe aſſaſſin, 
A midnight ruffian on my peaceful hour 
Secure Ton com'ſt, thus to aſſault a warrior, 
Thy heart could never dare to meet in arms. 
Z APHIMRI. 

Not meet thee, Tartar! — Ha! - in me thou ſee'ſt 
One on whoſe head unnumber'd wrongs thou'ſt 

heap'd 
Elſe could I ſcorn thee, thus en Tes, 
By all my great revenge, could bid thee try each 

ſhape, 

Aſſume ach horrid form, come forth array'd 
In all the terrors of deſtructive guilt ; _— 
But now a dear, a murder'd father calls; 
He lifts my arm to rivet thee to earth, 
Th' avenger of mankind. 


MIRVAN. 
Fall on, my prince. 
TIMURE AN. 
By heav'n, I'll dare thee ſtill; reſign it, ſlave, 
Reſign ay blade to nobler hands. 
Snatebes Mirvan s ſabre. 


MIRVAN. 


O! horror 
What ho! bring help. Let not the fate of China f 
Hang on the iſſue of a doubtful combat, 1 


6  TIMURKAN; | 
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TIMURKA N. 
Come on, r N boy. 


Z APHIMR L. 
Inhuman regicide ! 
Now, lawleſs ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his vengeance on thee. [ Exeunt fighting. 


MIRY AN, ſolus. 


Oh! nerve his arm, ye pow” rs, and _ each 
blow. 


To him, enter HA MET. 
MIRVAN. 5 
See there! — behold — he darts upon his prey.— 
| ZAPHIMRI, | within 
Die, bloodhound, die 


TIMURKAN, within, 


May curſes blaſt my arm 
That fail'd fo ſoon. 


HAMET. 


The Tartar drops his point, — 
Zaphimri now —— 


TIMURKAN, within. 
— Have mercy! — mercy | — oh! 


ZAPHIMRI, within, 


Mercy v was never thine— This, fell deſtroyer, 
T his, tor a nation's groans, 


MIR VA N. 
The monſter * 8 
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He quivers on the ground —— Then let me fly 
To Zamti and Mandane with the tidings, 
And call them back to Ty and joy. 

[Exit Mirvan; 


HAMET remains; to him ZAPHIMRI. 


ZAPHIMRI. FE 


| Now, Hamet, now oppreſſion is no more: 
This ſmoaking blade hath drunk the tyrant's blood, 


 HAMET. 


China again is free; — there lies the corſe 
That breath'd deſtruction to the world. 


| ZAPHIMEL 
Yes, there, 8 
Tyrannic guilt, behold — fatal end, 
The wages of thy ſins. 


Enter Mok Ar. 


MORAr. 
Where is the | «© # 
Revenge now ſtalks abroad. —Our valiant leaders, 
True to the deſtin'd hour, at once broke forth 
From ev'ry quarter on th aſtoniſh'd foe ; 
Octar is fall'n; —all cover'd o'er with wounds 
He met his fate; and {till the ſlaught'ring ſword 
Invades the city, ſunk in ſleep and wine. 


n T4 BE 4 $4 
Lot Timurkan lies levell'd with the duſt ! 


Send forth, and let Oraſming ftrait proclaim 
Zaphimri king; — my ſubjects rights reſtor'd. 


[Exit Morat. 


Now, where i is Zamti ? where Mandane hal — 
What means that look of wan deſpair ? 


6 2 Enter 


— A 
* — 8 z wum ” a 1 * 5 ; - . U : = 
M fe . Pw _— . = * _ * 2 " F 5 
" : Y N n . FE oe nn Hf SE wt 4p yt ns + q f - N wats 2 r on 1 ehen . BIT TI wy on 8 * s 5 
"IRE l 0 K 4 1 * * on whey) eee 2 ona - 4246 > 75 * 8 ey 2 — ONES ee 23 « 1 n 5 2 2 8 
1 „:!:; ee aa * Pre — ; * N 5 Ne ee I, on, — 0 » B —— © ————— — — — 
— * = 4 * * r mn A - _ * * 8 * © 7 wy 4 1 
8 — L a lf 2 „ 4 dot 3 , : ; ' l Tae” 4 * - & 
— . —— — TW * 2 — h 8 — 
— — — a — r d — 8 


— mg Zamti too deſtroy'd ?- 
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Enter Miva. 


Oh ! dire miſchance ! 
While here I trembled for the great event, 

The unrelenting ſlaves, whoſe trade is death, 
Began their work. Nor piety, nor age, 

Could touch their felon-hearts they ſeiz d on 
| ___ Zamty, 

And bound him on the wheel all frantic at the 
| ſight, 9 55 

Mad hand? d a poniard in her __ 

_ at her huſband's feet expir'd. 


HAMET. 


OW! beav? ns! 

My mother! — 
. 2 APHIMRI. 

Fatal raſhneſs Mirvan, wo 


- MIRVAN. 

Smiling i in pangs, 

| We found the good, the venerable man : 

Releas'd from anguiſh, with what 8 remain'd, 

He reach'd the couch, where loſt Mandane lay; 

There threw his mangled limbs; there, cling- 
ing to the body, 

Prints thouſand kiſſes on her cliy-cold lips, 

And pours his fad lamentings, in a ſtrain 

Might call each pitying angel from the ſky, 

To ſympathize with human woe. 


The great folding doors open in the back ſcene, 
ZAPHIMRI. 


And fee, 


See on that mournful bier he claſps her ſtill 
Still hangs upon each faded feature; ſtill _ 4 
2 2 
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To her deaf ear een in bieter anguifh, 

Heart-piercing ſight !— = 

Oh! agonizing ſcene! in 
7 he * is brought n Zamti Hing on 
on the couch, and claſping the dead body. 


 ZAMTL. 
Ah! ſtay, Mandane, ftay, yet once again 
Let me behold the day-light of thy eyes 
Gone, gone, for ever, ever gone thoſe orbs 
That ever gently beam'd, muſt dawn no more. | 
1 Anu 1 
Are theſe our triumphs ? theſe our promig'd j joys! 2 1 
e 1 
The mud of that voice recalls my ſoul. ., 
[Riſes from the body, and runs eagerly to em- 1 
brace Zaphimri; his. ſtrengtb fails bim, and | 1 
5 oe faints at his feet. 1 
My prince! my king | 
 ZAPHIMRLI. 
Soft, raiſe him from the ground. 
 ZAMTI. 
Zaphimri! — Hamet too! — oh! bleſs'd event! 
I could not hope ſuch tidings — thee, my prince, 
Thee too, my fon — “I thought ye both deſtroy'd. 
My flow remains of life cannot endure 
Theſe ſtrong viciſſitudes of grief and joy. 


And there — oh! heav'n! — ſee "more, there lies 155 
Mandane 


neee Acad 


4 
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nA. 5 E | 

How fares it. now, my father ? 80 i 
5 ZAMTI, | 8 

Lead me to her | 1 
.1s that the ever dear, the faithful woman! ? 


Is —— 
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Is that my wife? — and is it thus at —_— 
Thus do I ſee thee then, Mandane! ? cold, 
Alas! death-cold | 
Cold is that breaſt, where virtue from above 
Made its delighted ſojourn, and thoſe lips 
That utter'd heav'nly truth, —pale ! pale! —dead, 


dead! _- | Kinks on the body. 
Pray ye entomb me with her ? | 


2 APHIMRI. 


Then take ye pow'rs, then take your conqueſts back a 
Zaphimri never can ſurvive 


ZAMTI, raiſing himſelf. 


I charge thee live ; 
A baſe deſertion of the alle weal 
Will ill become a king alas! my ſon, 
(By that dear tender name if once again 
Zamti may call thee) - tears will have their way — 
Forgive this flood of tenderneſs my heart 

_ Melts even now - thou noble youth — this is 
The only interview we Cer ſhall have. — 


Z APHIMRI. 


And will ye then, inexorable pow - on 
Will ye then tear him from my aching heart 


2 AMT I. 


The moral duties of the private man 

Are grafted i in thy ſoul oh! ſtill remember 
The mean immutable of happineſs, 

Or in the vale of life, or on a throne, 

Is virtue — each bad action of a king 
Extends beyond his life, and acts again 

Its tyranny o'er ages yet unborn. 

To error mild, ſevere to guilt, protect 

The helpleſs innocent; and learn to feel 

The beſt delight of ſerving human kind. 


Be 
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Be theſe, my prince, thy arts; be theſe thy cares, = 
_—_ live the father of a villing people. 4% 
An HAME T. 
My father! 3 ſee — — in! ſee! — he dies — his lips 


Tremble in agony — his eye-balls glare — _ 
A death- like paleneſs ſpreads o'er all his face. 


ZAPHIMRI _ | 
Is there no help to ſave ſo dear a life? 

ns lr 
It is too late ——1 die —— alas! I die 


Life harraſs d out, purſu d with barb'rous art 
Thro' evry trembling joint — now fails at once — 
Zaphimri oh! farewell ! —— I ſhall not ſee 
The glories of thy reign Hamet! — my ſon— 
Thou good young man, farewell — Mandane, yes, 
My ſoul with pleaſure takes her flight, that thus 
Faithful in death, I leave theſe cold remains ; 
our thy dear honour'd clay. -— . 
Zz AT HIMRI. Re | 
And art thou gone, . 
Thou beſt of men? — then muſt Zaphimri pine 1 
In ever- during grief, ſince thou art loſt ; Þ$ 
Since that firm patriot, whoſe parental care 
Should raiſe, ſhould guide, ſhould animate my virtues, 
Lies there a breathleſs corſe. 


HAMET; 


My liege, forbear, —— | 
Live for your people; madneſs and deſpair - 
Belong to woes like mine. 
Z APHIMRI. 
Thy woes, indeed, 
Are deep, thou pious youth — yes, I will live, 
| To ſoften thy afflictions ; to aſſuage 

A nation's grief, when ſuch a pair expires. 
Come to my heart: in thee another Zamti 

N Shall 
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Shall bleſs the realm now let me hence to hail 
My people with the ſound of peace ; that done. 
To theſe a grateful monument ſhall riſe, 

With all ſepulchral honour frequent there 
We'll offer 58 — there 3 weeping muſe 
Shall grave the tributary verſe; with tears 
B their memories; and teach mankind, 
Howe'er Oppreſſion ſtalk the groaning earth 

et heav'n, in its own hour, can bring a,” 
Can blaſt the tyrant m his guilty pride, 


And prove the Orphans guandian-+0-the laſh; ':. 2: 


BW. 
M. Dz VOLTAIR E. 


SIR, 


Letter to you from an Engliſh author will carry 
with it the appearance of correſponding with 
the enemy, not only as the two nations are 
at preſent involved in a difficult and important war, 
but allo becauſe in many of your late writings you ſeem 
determined to live in a ſtate of hoſtility with the Bri- 
tiſh nation. Whenever we come in your way, © we 
<« are ferocious, we are iſlanders, we are the people 
< whom your country has taught, we fall behind other 
 & nations in point of taſte and elegance of compoſition z 
<« the ſame cauſe that has witheld from us a genius for 
ec painting and muſic, has alſo deprived us of the true 
« pirit of Tragedy 3 and, in d ſhort, barbariſm ſtill pre- 
&« vails among us.” 
But, notwithſtanding this vein of prejudice, which has 
diſcoloured almoſt all your fugitive pieces, there ſtill breathes 
throughout your writings ſuch a general ſpirit of Hu- 
manity and zeal for the Honour of the Republic of Let- 
ters, that I am inclined to imagine the author of the 
Engliſh Orphan of China (an obſcure iſlander) may 
ſtill addreſs you upon terms of amity and literary bene- 
volence. 
As I have attempted a Tragedy upon a ſubject that 
has exerciſed your excellent talents, and thus have dared 
to try my ſtrength in the Bow of ULyssts, I hold my- 
ſelf in ſome ſort accountable to M. De Vol r AIR E for the 
departure I have made from his plan, and the ſubſtitu- 
tion of a new fable of my own, 8 
My firſt propenſity to this ſtory was occaſioned by the 
| opiate of an admirable critic * of our own, upon the 


Mr. Hurd, in his Commentary upon Horace. 
H 
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Shall bleſs the realm now let me hence to hail 
My people with the ſound of peace; that done, 
To theſe a grateful monument ſhall riſe, 
With all ſepulchral honour frequent there 
We'll offer haze —— 24 0 each weeping muſe 
Shall grave the tributary verſe; — with tears 
Embalm their memories z ray teach mankind, 
Howe'er Oppreſſion {talk the groaning earth 

Yet heav'n, in its own hour, can bring as HY 
Can blaſt the tyrant in his guilty 3 


And prove the Orphan's guardian 40-the laſt. 1731 


FINES. 


1 0 
M. De VOLTAIRE 


SIR, 


Letter to you from an Engliſh author will carry 
with it the appearance of correſponding with 


the enemy, not only as the two nations are 


at preſent involved in a difficult and important war, 


but alſo becauſe in many of your late writings you ſeem 


determined to live in a ſtate of hoſtility with the Bri- 


tiſh nation. Whenever we come in your way, we 


cc are ferocious, we are iſlanders, we are the people 
«© whom your country has taught, we fall behind other 


ce nations in point of taſte and elegance of compoſition z 
ce the ſame cauſe that has witheld from us a genius for 
ce painting and muſic, has alſo deprived us of the true | 


« #ſpirit of Tragedy ; ; and, in ſhort, barbariſm ſtill pre- 

« valls among us.“ 

But, notwithſtanding this vein of prejudice, which has 
diſcoloured almoſt all your fugitive pieces, there ſtill breathes 

throughout your writings ſuch a general ſpirit of Hu- 

manity and zeal for the Honour of the Republic of Let- 

ters, that I am inclined to imagine the author of the 


Engliſh Orphan of China (an obſcure iſlander) may 


ſtill addreſs you upon terms of amity and literary bene- 
volence. 


As I have attempted a N upon a ſubject that 


has exerciſed your excellent talents, and thus have dared 
to try my ſtrength in the Bow of ULyssss, I hold my- 
ſelf in ſome ſort accountable to M. DeVoLTairE for the 


departure I have made from his plan, and the ſubſtitu- | 


tion of a new fable of my own. 


My firſt propenſity to this tory was occaſioned by the 


remarks of an admirable critic * of our own, upon the 


* Mr. Hurd, in his Commentary upon Horace, ep 
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90 To M. Dz VOLTAIRE. 


ORPHAN oF THE HousE oF CHAu, preſerved to us by 
the induſtrious and ſenſible P. DV HAI Dñ R, which, as 
our learned commentator obſerves, amidft great wild- 

neſs and irregularity, has ſtill ſome traces of reſemblance 
to the beautiful models of antiquity, In my reflections 
upon this piece, I imagined I ſaw a blemiſh in the man- 
ner of ſaving the Orphan, by the tame reſignation of an- 
other infant in his place; eſpecially when the ſubject af- 

wp forded ſo fair an opportunity of touching the ſtrugglings 
of a parent, on fo trying an occaſion. It therefore oc- 
curred to me, if a fable could be framed, in which the 
= Father and the two Young Men might be interwoven 

| with probability and perſpicuity, Dh not embarraſſed 

with all the perplexities of a riddle, as, you know, is 

the caſe of the HERact1vs of CoRNEILLE, that then 
many ſituations might ariſe, in which ſome of the neareſt 
| affections of ne heart might be awakened : but even 

then I was too conſcious that it muſt be executed * a 

| genius very different from myſelf, | 

2 In this ſtate of mind, fir, I heard with pleaſure that M. 

De VoLTAIRE had produced at Paris his LORPHELIN 

IH DE LA CHINE: I ardently longed for a peruſal of the 

1 piece, expecting that ſuch a writer would certainly ſeize 

* all the ſtriking incidents which might naturally grow 
out of ſo pregnant a ſtory, and that he would leave no 
ſource of paſſion unopened. I was in ſome ſort, but not 

_ Wholly diſappointed : I ſaw M. De VoLTAIRE ruſhing 
into the midſt of things at once; opening his ſubject in 

an alarming manner; and, after the narrative relating 

Fl to GENGISKAN is over, working up his firſt act like a 

poet indeed, 


£*\ 


Meum qui pectus inaniter angit 

* Ut Magus. 

* In the beginning of the ſecond act, he again touches 
the paſſions with a maſter-hand ; but, like a rower who 
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has put forth all his ſtrength, and ſuddenly ſlackens his 
exertion, I ſaw, or imagined I ſaw, him give way all 
at once; the great tumult of the paſſions is over; the 
intereſt wears away; GENGISKAN talks politics; the 
tenderneſs of a mother, flying with all the ſtrong im- 
pulſes of nature to the relief of her child, is thrown in- 
to cold unimpaſſioned narrative; the role pur Pamoureux 
muſt have its place, and the rough conqueror of a whole 
people muſt inſtantly become Le Chevalier GxnG1sK an, 
as errant a lover as ever ſighed in the Thuilleries at 
Paris. Your own words, fir, ſtrongly expreſſive of that 
manly and ſenſible taſte, which diſtinguiſhes you through- 
ef out Europe, occurred to me upon this occaſion: © Quelle 
< place pour la galanterie que le parricide & Pinceſte, 
cc qui deſolent une famille, & la contagion qui ravage 
© un pais? Et quel exemple plus frapant du ridicule 
& Ce notre theatre, & du pouvoir de Fhabitude, que 
„ Corneille d'un cots, qui fait dire à Theſee—— 
„ Quelque ravage affreux qu'etale ici la Peſte; 
e [abſence aux vrais amans eſt encore plus funeſte, 
* Et moi, qui, ſoixante ans apres lui, viens faire parler 
& une vielle Jocaſte d'un viel amour: & tout cela 
& pour complaire au goũt le plus fade & le plus faux qui 
ait jamais corrompu la literature.” Indeed, fir, GEN- 
GISKAN, in the very moment of overwhelming a whole 
nation, uſurping a crown, and maſſacring the royal fa- 
mily, except one infant, whom he is in queſt of, ap- 
peared to me exactly like the amorous CEpievs in the 
midſt of a deſtructive plague. ©* Nunc non erat his lo- 
„ en How would that noble performance, that 
Chef d œuure of your country, the ATHALIE of RACIxX F, 
have been defaced by the gallantry of an intrigue, if a 
tyrant had been introduced to make love to the wife of 
the high-prieſt ? or if Jo Ap, entertaining a ſecret af- 
fection for ATHALIE, and being aſked what orders he 
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would give relating to the delivery of his country, ſhould 
anſwer, “ aucune, none at all. ——And yet this is the 
| language of a northern conqueror, whining for a man- 
darin's wife, who has no power of reſiſting, and hav- 
ing no relation to the royal family, could not, by an 
intermarriage, ſtrengthen his intereſt in the crown. 
But to you,, ir, who have told us that Love ſhould reign 
a very tyrant in Tragedy, or not appear there at all, 
being unfit for the ſecond place; to you, who have laid 
that NERO ſhould not hide himſelf behind a tapeſtry to 
overhear the converſation of his miſtreſs and his rival, 
what need I urge theſe remarks | ? - To fill up the 
long career of a tragedy with this epiſodic love muſt 
certainly have been the motive that led you into this er- 
ror ; an error I take the liberty to call it, becauſe I 
have obſerved it to be the hackneyed and ſtale ſtratagem 
of many modern writers. Within the compaſs of my 
reading, there is hardly a bad man in any play, but he is 
in love with ſome very good woman: the ſcenes that paſs 
| between them, I have always remarked, are found dull 
and unawakening by the audience, even though adorn- 
ed with all the graces of ſuch compoſition as yours, of 
which it is but juſtice to ſay, that it beſtows embel· 
liſhments upon every ſubject. 
For me, ir, who only draw in crayons, who have no 
reſource to thoſe laſting colours of imagination with 
which you let off every thing; a writer ſuch as I am, 
ſir, could not preſume to ſupport that duplicity of paſ- _ 
ſion which runs through your piece. I could not pre- 
tend, by the powers of ſtyle, to ſuborn an audience in 
favour of thoſe ſecondary paſſages, from which their at- 
tention naturally revolts. A plainer and more ſimple 
method lay before me. I was neceſſitated to keep the 
main object as much as poſſible before the eye; and 
therefore it was that I took a ſurvey of my ſubject, in 
order to catch at every thing that ſeemed to me to re- 
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ſult with order and propriety from it. A ſcantineſs of 
intereſting buſineſs ſeemed to me a primary defect in the 
conſtruction of the French ORPHAN oF CHina, and 
that I imagined had its ſource in the early date of your 
5 play. By beginning almoſt ' gemino ab ovo,” by mak- 


ing the Orphan and the mandarine's ſon children in their 


cradles, it appeared to me that you had ſtripped yourſelf 
of two characters, which might be produced in an amiable 
light, ſo as to engage the affections of their auditors, not 
only for themſelves, but conſequently for thoſe alfo to 
whom they ſhould ſtand in any degree of relation. 
From this conduct I propoſed a further advantage, that 
of taking off the very obvious reſemblance to the 
ANDROMACHE, which now ſtrikes every body in your 
plan. This laſt remark I do not urge againſt acciden- 


tal and diſtant coineideneies of ſentiment, diction, or 


fable. Many of the Greek plays, we know, had a family- 
likeneſs, ſuch as an Eprpus, an ELECTRA, an IrHI- 
 GENIA in TAuRIS, in AULi1s, a MRO PE, &c. But 
what is a beauty in RAcixx, ſeems in his great ſucceſſor 


to be a blemiſh. In the former, nothing depends on 


the life of ASTYANAX but what was very natural, the 
Happineſs of the mother: in the latter, the fate of a 
kingdom is grafted upon the fortunes of an infant; and 
I aſk your own feelings, (for no body knows the human 
heart better) Whether an audience is likely to take any 


conſiderable intereſt in the deſtiny of a babe, who, when 
your Zamti has ſaved him, cannot produce any change, 
any revolution in the affairs of China? No, fir; the 


conquered remain in the ſame abject ſtate of vaſſalage, 
and the preſervation of the infant king becomes therefore 
unintereſting and unimportant. He might die, fir, in 
cutting his teeth, of the hooping cough, or any of the 
_ diſorders attendant on that tender age: whereas when 
the Orphan is grown up to maturity, when he is a moral 


agent in the piece, when a plan is laid for revenging + 
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himſelf on the deſtroyers of his family, it then becomes 
a more preſſing motive in the mandarine's mind; nay, 
it is almoſt his duty, in ſuch a caſe, to facrifice even his 


own offspring for the good of his country. In your 


ſtory, fir, give me leave to ſay, I do not fee what end 


can be anſwered by ZamTi's loyalty : his proſpect is 


at leaſt ſo diſtant, that it becomes almoſt chimerical. 


And therefore as hiſtory wartants an expulſion of the 
Tartars, as it was not upon the firſt inroad, but in pro- 


ceſs of time and experience, that they learned to incor- 
porate themſelves with the conquered, I had recourſe to 
my own preconceived notions. Whether I was partially 
attached to them, or whether my reaſonings upon your 
fable were juſt, you, ſir, and the public, will determine. 

You will perceive, fir, in the Engliſh Orphan ſome 


occaſional inſertions of fentiment from your elegant per- 
formance, To uſe the expreſſion of the late Mr. 
DRvpx, when he talks of BEN JoRNSOx's imitation 
of the ancients, you will often track me in your ſnow. 
For this I ſhall make no apology, either to the public or 
you: none to the public, becauſe they have applauded 


ſome ſtrokes for which I am indebted to you; and none 
certainly to you, becauſe you are well aware I have but 
followed the example of many admired writers; Bot- 
LEAU, CORNEILLE, and RACINE, with you; and in 


| England, MiLTon, Mr. Appisox, and Mr. Por. 


It was finely ſaid by you, (I have read the ſtory, and 
take it upon truſt) when it was objected to the celebrated 


abbè METASTASIO; as a reproach, that he had frequent 


transfuſions of thought from your Writings, « Ah! le 


c cher voleur! il m'a bien embelli.” This talent of 


embelliſhing I do not pretend to; to avail mylelf of my 


reading, and to improve my own productions, is all I 1 


can pretend to; and that I flatter myſelf I have done, 
not only from you, but many of the writers of antiquity, 


| If the authorities I have abovementioned were not ſuffi- 


cient, I could add another very bright example, the 
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example of M. De VoLTAIRE, whom I have often 
tracked, to uſe the ſame expreſſion again, in. the ſnow, : 
| of Shakeſpear. The ſnow of SHAKESPEAR is but a cold 
expreſſion ; but perhaps it will be more agreeable to yau, 
than a word of greater energy, that ſhauld convey a a 
full idea of the aſtoniſhing powers of that great man; 

for we iſlanders have remarked of late, that M. De Voltaire 
has a particular ſatisfaction in deſcanting on the faults 
of the moſt wonderful genius that ever exiſted ſince 
HouER; inſomuch that a very ingenious gentleman of 
my acquaintance tells me, that whenever you treat the 
Engliſh bard as a drunken ſavage in your avant propos, 
he always deems it a ſure prognoſtic that your Play is the 
better for him. 

If the great ſcenes of SHAKESPEAR, lic if his 
boundleſs view of all nature, the lawn, the wilder- 
neſs, the blaſted heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, 
with thunder and lightening on their brows ; if 
theſe cannot ſtrike the imagination of M. De Vor- 
TAIRE, how can I expect that the ſtudied regularity 
of my little ſhrubbery ſhould afford him any kind of 
pleaſure ? To drop the metaphor, it the following tra- 
gedy does not appear to you a MONSTROUS FARCE, it is 
all I can reaſonably expect. But whatever may be your 
opinion of it, I muſt beg that you will not make it the 
criterion by which you would decide concerning the 
taſte of the Engliſh nation, or the preſent ſtate of lite- 
rature among us. What you have humbly ſaid of your- 
ſelf, in order to do honour to your nation, I can aſſert 
with truth of the author of the Engliſh ORPHAN, that 
he is one of the worſt poets now in this country. It 
is truc, indeed, that the play has been received with 
uncommon applauſe ; that ſo elegant a writer as the 
author of CREUSA and THE Rowan FATHER was my 
critic and my friend; and that a great deal of very par- 
ticular honour has been done me by many perſons of the 
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' firſt diſtinction. But, give me leave to ſay, they all know 


the faults of the piece, as well as if it had been diſ- 
cuſſed by the academy of Belles Lettres.——We are A 
generous nation, fir ; and the fainteſt approaches to 
merit, always meet here the warmeſt encouragement. 


One thing further J will aſſure you, in caſe you ſhould 


diſcover any traces of barbariſm in the ſtyle or fable, 
That if you had been preſent at the repreſentation, you 
would have ſeen a theatrical ſplendor conducted with a 


bienſeance unknown to the ſcene Francoiſe ; the perform- 


ance of the two Young Men would have made you re- 


ret that they were not in your piece; and, though a 
weak ſtate of health deprived the play of ſo fine an ac- 


treſs as Mrs. CIBBER, you would have beheld in Man- 
DANE a figure that would be an ornament to any ſtage 
in Europe, and you would have acknowleged that her 
Acting promiſes alſo to be the ſame : moreover, you 
would have ſeen a ZamT1, whoſe exquiſite powers are 
capable of adding Pathos and Harmony even to our 


great SHAKESEEAR, and have already been the chief 


ſupport of ſome of your ſcenes upon the Engliſh ſtage. 
Upon the whole, fir, 1 beg you will not imagine that 


1 have wrote this Tragedy in the fond hope of eclipſing 
ſo celebrated a writer as you are: I had an humbler 
motive, propter amorem quod te imitari aveo. Could I 
do that in any diftant degree, it would very amply 
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1 Sir, your real bal. 


and moſt IRE ſervant, 
London, 


The AUT HOR of 


The ORPHAN of CHINA, 
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